Dimensions Of The Heart by Winchestergirl123 


Category: IT, Stranger Things, 2016 

Genre: Friendship, Hurt-Comfort 

Language: English 

Characters: OC, Steve H. 

Pairings: Steve H./OC 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2017-12-16 23:04:59 

Updated: 2019-10-25 23:27:16 

Packaged: 2019-12-12 02:53:47 

Rating: T 

Chapters: 7 

Words: 36,718 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: After the battle with IT the members of the Losers' Club 
slowly break apart, with each of them moving on from the summer 
events. Except for Gwen Tozier. Not being able to cope with the after 
effects IT has caused her, she is sent away to stay with her family in 
Hawkins, Indiana. However, the move to the small town does nothing 
to bring balance into her life. Eventual Steve/OC. 


1. Chapter 1: Prologue: The aftermath 


Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things or IT. I only own my OC. 


A/N: Okay guys as I have mentioned in my Tumblr page I took a mini 
break because I had been focusing on my school finales. I am now on 
winter break and I got my grades back. I passed all my classes with A's 
and B's. I am so proud with myself, so I decided upload the Stranger 
Things/IT crossover. I was originally going to upload the story after I 
have finished with my main IT story, but I figured uploading one chapter 
would be okay. This is just the prologue anyways. So here's the crossover! 


*PLEASE READ! * 


Just to clarify a few things, this story is separate from my main IT story. 
This story is for fun purposes only and it takes place after the Losers' Club 
fight IT (which still needs to happen in my other story! Therefore I guess 
you could say there is spoilers in here?). Anyways in this version Gwen 
suffers immensely after the first battle of IT. And it's because of this that 
she's sent to live with her maternal aunt and her family in Hawkins, 
Indiana - as you will know more about that in the next chapter. So Gwen 
will be related to Mike and Nancy by being their cousin. Honestly guys I 
am so excited to be writing this crossover because I am a huge Stranger 
Things fan and I feel like Gwen will fit right in with the show story-line. 
She definitely is going to have all sorts of friendships going on with the 
characters. I especially can't wait for her and Steve to meet and get along 
later on in the I know you guys are excited for that too!(: Anyways, enjoy 
this short prologue I was able to write. 


Title: Dimensions Of The Heart 


Summary: After the battle with IT the members of the Losers' Club slowly 
break apart, with each of them moving on from the summer events. Except 
for Gwen Tozier. Not being able to cope with the after effects IT has 
caused her, she is sent away to stay with her family in Hawkins, Indiana. 
However, the move to the small town does nothing to bring balance into 
her life. Eventual Steve/OC. 


"After all, when a stone is dropped into a pond, the water continues 


quivering even after the stone has sunk to the bottom." — Arthur Golden, 
Memoirs of a Geisha 


Chapter 1: Prologue: The aftermath 
Late September 


The only sound that could be heard in the Tozier household was the 
ticking of the old clock coming from the living room. It wasn't until 
two forty-five in the morning that a more chilling (and now familiar) 
sound filled the air. 


Gwen Tozier had awoken from yet another terrifying nightmare. 


It was a nightmare that consisted of yellow eyes, sharp teeth, and 
misery. 


Now just like she had been doing for the last few weeks the fifteen 
year old girl woke up screaming and thrashing in her bed. However 
no matter how loud and frightening her screaming was the action 
alone was expected to happen by the rest of the Tozier household. 


It was a sad thing, but the Tozier family had gotten used to the 
middle of the night screaming sessions. Although with Richie being 
the only one left that who truly felt absolute concern (in the 
household) for Gwen. Since only he knew the real reason behind 
those nightmares of hers. He was the only one (besides the other 
Losers) that understood Gwen. 


Now Maggie and Wentworth Tozier of course felt concern for their 
daughter. They, however, found the nightmares she was having to be 
more intrusive than worrisome. The reason being is because they've 
dealt with this kind of issue before (or so they thought) when she had 
been younger. So both parents hoped that these so called nightmares 
would come to a sudden end. Like when she used as a child. Except 
much to their displeasure the nightmares hadn't gone away. 


They had tried talking things out with Gwen, but the young teen 
wouldn't admit any reasons for the cause of her nightmares. Nor 
would she tell them what her nightmares were even about. So both 


parents were clueless. Therefore with no other ideas on how to end 
her nightmares, Maggie and Wentworth figured Gwen's depression 
must have returned with a force...hence the stronger antidepressants 
medication they got her. 


With the medication for a couple of days the nightmares faltered...but 
then they came back with a vengeance. Now it was late into 
September (almost nearing October) and the nightmares were still 
present. 


And since her nightmares were still there, so was her crippling 
depression. Not that it ever really went away. As Gwen knows now 
(thanks to those long talks with her school counselor) depression can 
never truly go away. Once a person is diagnosed with depression the 
sickness was always going to be there. The best one could do with 
depression is get it under control. Which unfortunately after what 
Gwen and the other the Losers went through with IT, getting her 
depression under control again was proving to be more difficult than 
before. 


It didn't help that every-time Gwen closed her eyes she would now 
immediately think about yellow eyes and sharp teeth. 


Yellows eyes and sharp teeth that belonged to IT...or otherwise 
known as Pennywise. 


And it certainly didn't help that Gwen now had a constant reminder 
of the horror IT put her through on her right shoulder. 


A bite mark that would forever be there. 


A bite mark that she got when IT had her pinned underneath in the 
sewers. A ugly bite mark that only Richie and the other Losers knew 
about. Not her parents, or her friend Francine, or any other Derry 
resident knew about the scarring bite mark. Only the Losers. Gwen's 
closest and truest friends. 


However, since the blood oath they made in the grassy field, Gwen 
felt a drastic change in the air once they each departed. That change 
wasn't just because they had defeated IT (or so they thought). No, 
Gwen Tozier knew something else was changing...and that change 


was between each of the Losers. 


Gwen could feel it...sensed it before any of the other Losers could. 
Their unique friendship that was formed during the summer was 
slowly withering away. The eight members that made up the Losers 
Club were slowly becoming distant with each other. 


It started with Beverly. 


To Gwen's sadness, her red haired friend (who she actually 
considered now to be her best friend) had moved to Portland to live 
with her aunt. Before she had left, Beverly had given Gwen her aunt's 
home number. Gwen had promised to keep in touch and that's what 
she tried to do. Beverly had answered the first few times Gwen had 
called. They spent hours on the phone talking to each other, and it 
was honestly one of the only times Gwen actually had a genuine 
smile on her face. However that short happiness came to an end. One 
day the phone calls just stopped. If one asked who stopped calling 
who, Gwen wouldn't be able to give an answer. She honestly couldn't 
remember...and that scared her. 


Mike was the second person Gwen felt was slowly backing away from 
their friend group. The thirteen year old claimed he needed to help 
out more with the deliveries for his grandfather, hence why he 
couldn't stay long to hang out. Despite his busy schedule, the Tozier 
girl still saw Mike around town every now and again. Whenever he 
didn't look too busy, she stopped to talk to him (at least try to 
anyways). Now when Mike did have time to hang out it was never 
with all the remaining Losers. Sometimes Gwen, Bill and Ben would 
be there, but there'd be no Eddie or Richie. Or there'd be Richie and 
Bill, but no other Losers. It was never a full group again. 


It only got worse when school came back to session. Mike returned to 
his home school lessons, and Gwen and the others went to regular 
school. And that same complication sadly applied to the rest of them. 


Since school started Gwen hardly saw the other Losers (except for 
Richie). Given that she was now a Sophomore in High-School and the 
others were starting Eighth grade in their last remaining year in 
middle school, their schedules definitely conflicted with each others. 
Sometimes much to her content, Bill would come over to her place 


and so would Eddie, but when that happen there'd be no Ben and 
Stan. 


Ben had his own reasons (mainly he was always focused on 
something school related) and that was something Gwen understood. 
The Hanscom boy had always been the studious type. 


As for Stan...well Gwen didn't blame Stan for not wanting to come 
over or be anywhere near her. Hell, she didn't blame him if he never 
wanted to speak to her again. Not after the emotional conversation 
they had after the blood oath. She could never forgive herself for 
what she did to him...breaking his heart after he finally confessed he 
loved her...even if there was a good reason for why she did that. 


Yet to soften the heartache, Gwen would tell herself she didn't 
deserve Stan. Which in her eyes that was true. Gwen Tozier did not 
deserve someone as pure and kindhearted as Stanley Uris. She would 
have ruined him, just like she had ruined Chase. She had even ruined 
Victor Criss. Victor who she was just starting to like and even 
considered to be a friend. 


And just like that the sleek white-blonde haired boy was now gone 
too. 


The guilt of Chase's death, along with the other deaths and awful 
things IT did still got to Gwen. IT got to her badly. She figured that's 
what kept her up at night..the damn guilt mixed with her 
nightmares. Though knowing about the weird dangerous obsession 
that IT had on her still unnerved. Especially after what Maturin told 
her while she had been unconscious the first time IT attacked her in 
the sewers. 


Gwen would always have some form memory of that earnest 
conversation between Maturin and her. What the benevolent entity 
said to her is the sole reason why she had rejected Stan and made the 
harrowing decision to never be romantically involved with anyone. 
Even now the forewarning words of Maturin rang in her head again. 


You'll find love but not the kind of love you wish to have. For the love you 
want will never last. 


After the tragedy that happened to Chase, Victor, and what almost 
happened to Stan, Gwen knew to take that warning seriously. Those 
dejected words however did little to lessen her wariness...even if IT 
was now supposedly gone. 


If anything Gwen's nerves were now higher than ever...like right now. 


Suddenly as she was lying awake and panting in bed a brief flash of 
haunting yellow eyes entered Gwen's head. That image had her 
releasing another bone chilling scream. This time she didn't stop 
screaming. As she screamed she could have sworn she felt the bite on 
her shoulder grew warmer. Due to her drastic state though Gwen was 
more in tune with the eerie yellow eyes that flashed in her head. 


The Tozier girl didn't stop screaming until her brother came into her 
bedroom. Despite her violet thrashing and screaming Richie 
miraculously got her calm down. Just like he had been doing for the 
last few weeks. Richie was the only one ever to get her to calm down. 
The youngest Tozier sat down on her bed and gently took a hold of 
one of Gwen's hands. 


As soon as Gwen felt Richie's hand hold onto hers she stopped her 
thrashing and her screaming came to a halt. Taking a deep breath, 
Gwen steadied her gaze onto her brother's form. Even in the dark she 
was still able to see the tired concern filled expression Richie had on. 
This right away had her breaking down...just like she would do 
whenever Richie comforted her. 


"It's okay, Gwen. It was just a nightmare. I'm here now." 


Gwen let his soothing words sink in and she didn't push her brother 
away when he brought her into a hug. No, instead Gwen leaned 
against Richie's neck and continued bawling her eyes out. As she did 
this Richie's hold on her hand tightened. They were each holding 
hands that had the cut on their palms. Cuts that would remind them 
of the blood oath they had made with the other Losers. It was an oath 
Gwen had no intention of ever breaking if the time ever came to 
defeat IT again. 


After awhile, Gwen was finally able to calm her crying down. Richie's 
hold on her though didn't lessen and the two siblings instead 


continued to emotionally depend on each other. 


The last thing Gwen heard from Richie was him saying a quiet 
goodnight. With her brother being there with her, Gwen was able to 
go to sleep again. This time no nightmares invaded her and that was 
something she was grateful for. 


Really, Gwen had no idea what she would do if Richie wasn't by her 
side. 


Her younger brother was basically all she had left now. 


A/N: I hoped you guys liked this short prologue. The next chapter will 
feature more Gwen/Richie brother sister moments, as well as the 
discussion of Gwen leaving to Hawkins. There's also probably going to be 
Stan appearance. If not the next chapter then he'll appear in chapter 3 
when Gwen leaves. So get ready for water works. *The sounds of hearts 
breaking everywhere* Also, it will probably be in chapter 3 when Gwen 
finally arrives to Hawkins and officially meets Mike and Nancy, and the 
others. So, I hope you guys liked the first chapter! Until next time my 
lovely readers! 


2. Chapter 2: The final decision 


Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things or IT. I only own my OC. 


A/N: Well this chapter was difficult for me to write, but it had to be done. 
I apologize to those who are Gwen/Stan shippers. I myself ship those two 
a lot, but this crossover story is a Gwen/Steve pairing (well eventually). 
Don't worry though, because in my main IT story the whole Gwen/Stan 
pairing will continue and become stronger once IT:Chapter Two comes 
out. That however doesn't mean its going to be smooth sailings for Gwen 
and Stan. Be prepared for a lot of angst. Even in this crossover Gwen and 
Steve's friendship/relationship will have a lot challenges. Also there's no 
Stan in this chapter (although he is mentioned), but he will be in the next 
chapter. Anyways, I just wanted to clear that up before you guys started 


AA 


reading this chapter. Enjoy, I guess. ^. 
*Please read what's down below* 


Because Gwen got bit by IT during the sewer fight there is going to be a 
consequence to that. In my regular IT story the bite won't have this 
"consequence" but for the crossover the bite will play a huge factor for 
Gwen, especially once she is in Hawkins. It's the main reason why she and 
El are gonna have a close friendship. You guys will get a hint to what that 
consequence is in this chapter when she's talking to Richie, but the further 
we get into the story the more you guys will understand how Gwen is 
affected by ITs bite. 


P.S. I do not own the song Call Me by Throwing Muses mentioned in 


this chapter. Although I do recommend you listen it. 


"And the danger is that in this move toward new horizons and far 
directions, that I may lose what I have now, and not find anything except 
loneliness." — Sylvia Plath, The Unabridged Journals of Sylvia Plath 


Chapter 2: The final decision 


Richie Tozier hated having "emergency" family meetings. They 
sucked big time and in his opinion they were just a waste of his time. 


Then again he never was one for having serious conversations—well, 
at least not with his mother and father. However, it had been proven 
(quite a lot during this passed summer) before that he could hold a 
serious conversation with his older sister and friends, but never with 
his parents. Not really. He'd either make some inappropriate 
comment (one that would get him into trouble) or he'd let his 
emotions lead him into a vehement path. 


Now in any typical family emergency meeting it usually meant that 
all family members needed to be present. That wasn't the case for the 
Tozier family. For them whenever a family meeting took place and 
when one of them wasn't present it meant that meeting was about 
said missing person. 


So when Richie arrived and awkwardly sat down on the living room 
couch with his parents, he right away noticed that Gwen wasn't there 
with them. So obviously this "emergency" family meeting was about 
her, and Richie couldn't say he was surprised by this. Ever since the 
battle with IT down in the sewers with the other Losers, his older 
sister had been in bad shape. And not just physically, but emotionally 
as well. It didn't help that everyone in the small friend group was 
drifting apart. The separation between friends is what Richie thinks 
made Gwen's depression worsen. Therefore, it was only a matter of 
time before his mother and father would finally openly acknowledge 
the dispirited state Gwen was in. 


However, despite their parental concern, Maggie and Wentworth 
Tozier didn't know the real reason why Gwen was being so 
withdrawn, moody, and dare they say even traumatized. Although 
they were deeply worried for their daughter, to them they 
rationalized it was just their teenage daughter acting out (again). 
Perhaps going back to her black whole of never ending depression 
and rebellious behavior. They had no idea of the horrors she 
experienced when IT had her pinned onto the sewer ground...the 
hopelessness she felt when she felt IT bit her left shoulder...or the 
excruciating pain she felt... 


Not even Richie himself knew the whole extent of the sufferings IT 
put her through. Gwen only told him enough to get him to calm 
down his questions, but he knows deep down that there was more to 
the story than Gwen let on. At least with him she told him enough for 


him to understand. Unlike with her parents, who she knows wouldn't 
understand her in the slightest. 


And how could they? Gwen never liked to talk about her feelings or 
problems with them, let alone explain why she behaved the way she 
did. No matter how many times her parents begged and begged her 
to open up, Gwen never did. She remained silent when it came to 
whatever she was struggling with. Richie once again could 
understand why that was. If Gwen were to tell their mother and 
father half of the shit they went through during the summer they 
would both think they've gone crazy. They would have been sent to 
Juniper Hill Asylum. 


So it was smart of Gwen to stubbornly stay silent regarding the 
horrors of IT. 


At least that's what Richie thought before this awful life changing 
family meeting took place. 


His mother and father were set in stone with their expressions, but 
after Richie heard what his mother said his reaction was enough to 
get them to break their earnest exterior. And needless to say Richie's 
response wasn't anywhere near being sarcastic or lighthearted. There 
wasn't an ounce of merriment in his interior or exterior form. His 
response was one of anger and extreme shock. 


"What do you mean you're sending her away?!" Richie yelled to his 
parents, flabbergasted. By this point he had gotten up from the 
couch. His stance was one of not only outrage, but of hurt as well. 
After a few seconds of displeased filled silence, Wentworth was able 
to compose himself from his momentary surprise. He instead held an 
unreadable expression, while Maggie in return now appeared to be 
more annoyed with Richie's outburst of a question. 


Maggie let out a sigh as she eyed her son with sovereignty. "You 
heard me the first time Richie." However, due to his upset 
appearance she needed to explain again to her youngest child why 
things came to this conclusion. "We're sending Gwen away because 
her behavior is getting way out of control. She needs to get away 
from Derry. To clear her mind and get her act together." 


"But you're sending her away to a different state!" Richie heatedly 
told his mother. He looked at his mother as if she had gone full crazy. 
"She's leaving and going to stay with people she barely even knows!" 


Maggie did not appreciate her son's tone of voice, nor with how he 
was looking at her. "Do not keep raising your voice to me young 
man!" She shouted causing Richie to back down (warily so). Maggie 
gave Wentworth a side glance (her husband, however, gave no signal 
whether or not he was annoyed or angered by her shouting), got a 
handle of her anger and then steadied her voice in a much calmer 
manner. "This is a good thing for your sister. And besides it's not like 
she's going to be staying with strangers." She reasoned with him. 
"She's going to your Aunt Karen's house in Hawkins. You have to 
remember your Aunt Karen. How could you not?" Richie just stared 
at Maggie oddly as she kept talking—not at all taking in his 
expression. "She has three kids. Nancy, Mike, and Holly. Holly is just 
a baby, but Mike's around your age and Nancy's a year older than 
Gwen." 


Yes, Richie knew (not really) who his Aunt Karen was. Karen was his 
mother's biological sister who she was married to Ted Wheeler. His 
uncle. Now although Richie knew who they were he was not at all 
close to them. In fact, none of the Tozier family members were close 
to the Wheeler family. Sure his mother called them every once in a 
while and sent post cards on holidays and birthdays, but neither 
family ever visited each other. Hence why Richie wasn't able to 
remember the last time he had seen his Aunt Karen or Uncle Ted. 
And although Richie was aware he had cousins, he had never actually 
met them before and he knew neither had Gwen. So he was definitely 
against Gwen going to stay with them. He did not want his sister to 
leave and stay with a bunch of strangers. 


Richie took a deep breath and tried controlling his emotions as he 
spoke. "Why can't she stay with grandma?" He offered to his parents. 
A extra pleading expression was aimed at Wentworth. "She lives 
much closer." Now Richie didn't want Gwen to leave, but if his 
parents were so damn adamant on sending Gwen away then at least 
she could stay with their grandmother. She lived much closer (only 
an hour away) and Gwen would be staying with someone she knew. 


This time it was Wentworth who spoke. He sounded and appeared to 


be heavily remorseful. "I called my mother but she has her own issues 
to handle at the moment. She wouldn't be able to handle Gwen. Not 
with how she is." 


With how she is? 


Richie once again had to control his anger. His parents made it sound 
as if Gwen was a real problem child. Okay...so maybe lately Gwen 
hadn't been the most well behaved girl. But it's not like she had been 
causing serious trouble. The worst thing she had done was just skip 
class to wallow...and drink and smoke, but that was about it. 


Now did Richie worry for her? Absolutely. Did he want her to stop 
drinking and smoking? He sure would have liked that. But he wasn't 
going to force her. He knew telling Gwen to stop doing something 
was a bad move. And although Richie hated that his sister was 
drinking and smoking, he hated it more that his parents were making 
her seem like a criminal. Gwen wasn't a criminal. She was just going 
through a dark phase at the moment because of what 
happened...thanks to IT. Thinking about the evil entity had Richie's 
blood boiling. IT ruined everything. 


As if he weren't angry enough now, his mother just had to add more 
fuel into the fire that was building inside him. "Look Richie, she's 
leaving to Indiana and that's final." Maggie announced with a firm 
voice. 


Richie wanted to yell at his mother, but the look his father gave him 
stop him from doing so. It was a look that said "please don't" and it 
was a look Richie hardly ever received from his father. This greatly 
surprised him. His father wasn't the type of person to be obvious with 
his emotions. Nor did he beg silently. So Richie knew to take this 
expression seriously. Instead of yelling at his mother, the youngest 
Tozier clenched his jaw and forced down the need to yell. "For how 
long?" He asked his parents. 


"However long it takes for her to get better." Maggie simply informed 
him. She sounded not the least bit hurt that she was sending her only 
daughter away. This of course just angered Richie more but he 
continued to hold down his anger. But it was proving to be harder 
than before. 


For however long it takes? That was such a disheartening response. 
That pretty much meant his sister was to leave his side for a long 
period of time. He decided then to ask a question he knew was stupid 
and would receive a full on no, but he still went forward. "Can I go 
with her?" Richie asked, and even though it was a foolish question, 
hope remained within him. 


Of course that hope he had was thrown out thanks to his mother's 
(insensitive) response. "Don't be ridiculous." Maggie responded 
frowning a bit. She couldn't believe her son had just asked that. "I 
can't send the both of you. My sister and her husband are already 
going to have their hands full with Gwen. Plus they also have their 
own children to think about. Besides, I was luckily they agreed to 
take Gwen. I can't be pushing my luck now." 


Richie stared at his mother, bewildered that she had just said that. 
She sounded relieved that Gwen was leaving...almost happy in a 
way? He clenched his fists to his sides. The anger rising within him. 


This was an action that Wentworth saw and despite also being 
appalled by Maggie's previous statement, he was more focused on 
preventing his son from making a scene within the walls of their 
home. "I'm sorry, son." He said in hopes of canceling out the hurtful 
vibe Maggie was throwing out—but of course the room was still full 
of hurt. Mainly from Richie. 


This time the youngest Tozier didn't say anything. He just gave both 
of his parents an expression mixed with distraught and hatred. 
Although the hatred was more aimed towards his mother than father. 


Then unclenching his fists, Richie turned around and made his way 
upstairs. He needed to get away from his parents and be near Gwen. 
The only person in his whole family who he loved with all his heart 
and who was soon about to leave his side. 


As Richie approached her bedroom door (which was slightly wide 
open) he began to hear music playing. This wasn't unusual to hear. 
Gwen had always been one to blast music when in her room, but as 
of lately Richie had been noticing the style of the music she had been 
listening to. It was more full on angst. A mere representation with 
how she was feeling at the moment. 


Read the stop signs 

I can't love nothing 

I mate, kill 

You wake up and it's not morning 
I cant sleep, I loved you once 

I loved you so much 


There's a shape on the horizon 
As we're picked off one by one 
Something's gone 
Something's over 


Richie knocked on her bedroom door but his sister made no 
indication that she heard him. Gwen was currently sitting by her 
window seat, and she was blowing the smoke from her cigarette 
outside the window she had opened. She was gazing out her window 
with such a melancholic expression as she let out puffs of smoke. The 
smell of cigarettes no longer really bothered Richie. Though to be 
honest the smell never really did. He'd be lying if he said he had 
never smoked before because he had. He just didn't smoke as much as 
Gwen did. 


There's a shape over the ocean 
As we're picked off one by one 
Summer's gone 
Summer's over 


Somebody here's too smart 
There's nothing that doesn't die 
Why don't you do to my insight 
What you do to my insides? 
Oh, babe 


Letting those lyrics sink in (lyrics that reminded him of the horrors he 
faced), Richie went to knock again but stopped mid-way once he saw 
what his sister was wearing. Her regular everyday outfit of a t-shirt 
and jeans didn't surprise him, but it was that dark green military 
jacket that still slightly got to him. 


Gwen was wearing that now very familiar dark green military jacket. 
That dark green military jacket had become one of her all time 


favorite things to wear. Richie understood why though, because she 
had been the one to explain the significance of wearing the jacket. 


The death of Victor Criss left a heavy impact on Gwen. After the 
sleek-white blonde haired boy's passing, Gwen had told Richie that 
Victor and her were able to come to a resolution. And although Gwen 
wasn't able to return the romantic feelings Victor had for her (by that 
point her heart belonged to someone else—someone else that wasn't 
Chase Campbell), they were still able to form a friendship with each 
other. A friendship that Gwen never had a chance to full experience. 


Victor Criss had died, and he died protecting her from Henry Bowers. 


Gwen knew she would never be able to repay Victor back for 
sacrificing his life for hers, but as a way to honor his death, she 
started wearing a dark green military jacket whenever she had the 
chance. It wasn't the exact one Victor had owned but it was awfully 
similar. She knew it was a silly thing to do, but she had to do 
something to honor him, because Victor Criss in her eyes was a hero 
and he needed to be remembered as one. Even if it was just for her 
own sake. 


Getting a hold of himself again, Richie proceeded to knock on her 
door again, but Gwen's collected calm voice spoke out. 


"I take it mom and dad told you the fabulous news." Gwen said after 
she exhaled another round of smoke. By now the boombox had been 
turned off and no music was playing. She then turned to look at him, 
her expression unreadable at the moment. 


This was something Richie was getting used to seeing. He knew 
before that Gwen wasn't that greatest when it came to controlling her 
emotions. Her depression was easy to spot, along with her constant 
mood swings. However, after the incident with IT, Gwen had become 
somewhat better at shutting down at times. Minus the middle of the 
night screams from waking up from her nightmares. But if she 
wanted to Gwen could just shut down for hours and just remain quiet 
and that concerned Richie more than when she was dealing with one 
of her depression episodes. 


Richie fidgeted with glasses before he stepped into her bedroom."If 


mom or dad catch you..." He began saying as his way to sit next to 
her on her window seat. The bespectacled boy however stopped 
talking once he was next to her. He knew the boring lecture of what 
their mother and father would do to her would bore her. And by her 
next response, Richie knew he had been right to think that. 


Gwen's cool expression feel a little. "They'll what?" She asked raising 
an eyebrow. "Send me away? Oh wait..." She paused for dramatic 
effect before becoming her laid back self again. "They already are." 


Richie was glad Gwen was back to her normal-self (well somewhat 
normal self), but the reminder of what their mother and father were 
planning to do hurt him again. And despite Gwen bringing it up he 
couldn't face reality yet. he wanted to continue talking to his sister as 
if they were having any other day conversation. This one just 
happened to be about smoking. 


Richie decided to be lighthearted with her. "Can I bum a smoke?" 


Gwen scoffed and a tiny smile appeared on her face. It was a smile 
Richie was happy to see, no matter how tiny it was. "Go get your own 
cigarettes. Not that I'll actually let you smoke in front of me." 


Richie wasn't really upset about her not letting him smoke, but he 
continued with his good-humored act. "So you can smoke but I can't?" 


It seemed Gwen was following such lighthearted act, because she 
nodded her head. That tiny smile still on her face. "You got that right. 
Do you have any idea how bad these things are?" She said to him and 
then right afterwards blew a puff of smoke away from him. 


"I guess it's better than you drinking." Richie remarked, and then 
grew somber. Gwen was very emotional when drunk. Which was why 
he never liked to see her in such intoxicated state. 


The tiny smile she had left. "Nah, mom and dad don't have any of the 
good stuff right now." Gwen absently said as let her gaze wander off 
to the window again. She knew that comment was bad to say but it 
was too late to take it back. 


The youngest Tozier could no longer fool himself. The lively act he 


had been putting on dropped. His real emotions were finally 
resurfacing. "Gwen..." He heartrendingly called out. His sister turned 
to look at him again. This time her expression matched the sorrowful 
one he had on. "I don't want you to go." Richie said feeling tears well 
up in his eyes. 


Gwen held in her own tears. "I don't want to go either." She admitted 
to Richie. Not caring about the cigarette anymore, she stumped it 
against the bottom of her window. Once it was fully off she flicked it 
outside. Her full attention was then on her younger brother. Her 
brown eyes were filled with distraught now. "I tried to tell them. 
Convince them to not let me go...but they wouldn't listen." 


"It's just not fair." Richie began ranting out. "They're sending you to 
people we hardly know." 


"Well, they are family." Gwen sadly said. Even though she said the 
word family it sounded so low and disheartened. 


"They're strangers." Richie argued back. "I mean, can you really say 
that you even know any of them?" 


"I guess, not really." Gwen answered honestly. "Aunt Karen and Uncle 
Ted, kind of, but I mean, I've never met Nancy. I think I saw a photo 
of her once but that was a while ago, and I have no idea how their 
youngest son is or how he looks like. Or even baby Holly." Gwen let 
out a sigh as she ran hand through her dark locks. Richie was 
right...the people she was going to live with for who knows how long 
were total strangers. This just made her feel worse. 


"This is so shitty." Richie seethed out. His anger didn't stop the tears 
that went down his face. 


Gwen saw this and felt her own tears go down her face. "Hey, that's 
my line." She said wanting to lighten the unhappy mood that was 
surrounding them. To her relief she heard Richie laugh and saw his 
features lessen a bit from gloom. She quickly wiped at her face and 
through this action she saw Richie doing the same. Afterwards she 
grew earnest with her younger brother. She looked him right in his 
eyes and spoke wholeheartedly. 


"Just because I'm being sent away doesn't mean jack shit." She told 
him. "TIl still keep in contact whenever I can." She wasn't about to 
lose contact with her brother. She refused to become a mere distant 
memory for him. They've been through so much shit. But she figured 
if they faced a evil entity like IT, then surely her moving to leave in 
Indiana wouldn't be such a challenge. At least that's what she told 
herself. 


That didn't necessarily make all the distraught Richie was feeling go 
away, but it did help a little. He adjusted his glasses and then 
steadied his facial expression. "So, you'll promise to call?" He asked 
sounding so emotionally fragile. 


It hurt Gwen to hear her brother sound so low. "Whenever I have the 
opportunity." Gwen seriously told him. She then gently in good 
nature pushed one of his shoulder. "Hell, I'll even write letters if I 
have to." She smiled at him. A real genuine smile. 


Richie took in her smile and found amusement in what she said. 
"Letters? Who the hell writes letters now a days?" He jokingly 
retorted. 


Gwen laughed. "Fine, I'll try to stick to phone calls then." 


They basked in the lighthearted mood that was surrounding them. 
Except that didn't last long. Whatever humor and delighted vibes 
were in the room went away with what Richie said next. 


"You gonna tell the others?" 


Gwen felt despair enter her body again, but she did well in not 
showing it in her face. "I guess I should." She eventually responded to 
her younger brother. Of course she should tell the others she was 
leaving Derry. This not only included the remaining Losers, but also 
Francine. Her blonde best friend who had been trying her absolute 
best in trying to help Gwen. Her friend who knew nothing about IT 
and what she and the other Losers went through during this past 
summer. Not that Gwen wanted to tell her. Francine didn't deserve to 
have her life tainted by the horrors her and the Losers went through. 
But how messed up would it be if she didn't tell any of them she was 
leaving? She even wanted to tell Beverly, but she knew calling her 


would be pointless because the number she had no longer worked. 
And she had no other way in contacting her. Gwen was deeply 
sadden at the fact that she couldn't even inform her red haired best 
friend of her soon to be departure. 


Except if there was one specific person Gwen was dreading (and 
feeling extra sad) on telling she was leaving. A certain someone with 
curly light brown hair who she had left heart broken. A certain 
someone who she now had strong feelings for but was too late in the 
game. 


"Even Stan?" Richie asked her. His voice sounded foolishly hopeful. 


Gwen lowered her eyes, ashamed. Although she had just been 
thinking about Stan, hearing Richie say his name made her feel 
various emotions. The most powerful one being guilt. "I don't think 
Stan ever wants to see me let alone talk to me." Why would he? She 
had rejected him. She wounded his heart. Ripped it into a million 
pieces and then walked away. He probably hated her (he should hate 
her) and as much as it hurt to think that, she knew she shouldn't 
complain. She deserved whatever ill feelings Stan had for her now. 


"He doesn't hate you." Richie assured his sister. He looked at the 
downhearted expression Gwen had on and he was fast to speak. He 
knew for certain that Stan didn't hate her. His curly haired friend was 
just hurt...but he in no way hated Gwen. Richie thought it was 
impossible for Stan to hate her. He still saw the way Stan looked 
Gwen from a distance. And even though his stare was filled with 
hurt, it was also filled with love. Unfortunately it seemed that his 
sister only saw the hurt in Stan's eyes and not the love he continued 
to have for her. 


Gwen lifted her gaze to look at her brother. His response (although 
she had pretty much said it to herself in her head) made her mess up 
with her words. "I-I didn't say—" 


"I know that's what you're thinking." Richie interrupted. "But that's 
not true. Stan doesn't, nor will he ever hate you." There was a brief 
pause before he let out a sigh. "He's just..." 


"Hurt." Gwen simply finished saying. "And I get why." 


"You should still tell him." Richie softly told her. 
Gwen kept quiet but nodded her head indicating she took his advice. 


The two siblings then stayed in silence. Richie thinking about how 
the hell he was going to function without having his sister around, 
while Gwen got another thought inside her head. A rather disturbing 
and odd thought, but it was something she needed to tell Richie. No 
matter how crazy it sounded. 


"You want to know something funny." Gwen evenly spoke up 
breaking the silence. She looked at Richie and saw how curious he 
appeared to be. "Well it's not really funny. I'd say it's more weird than 
anything." 


Richie for some reason was now dreading to hear what she had to 
say. His curiosity however was winning, and he had a need to know. 
"What is it?" He asked her. 


"I kind of knew mom and dad had plans of sending me away." Gwen 
grimly confessed to her younger brother. 


This had Richie furrowing his eyebrows in puzzlement. "What? 
How?" Had she listened in to a private conversation? If so why hadn't 
she told him earlier? Behind his magnified glasses he narrowed his 
eyes at her. "Did you over hear mom and dad talk?" He decided to 
ask the question he was thinking. 


If only she knew what she knew because of that. It would have been 
easier to explain things to him. Alas, that wasn't how she knew. Gwen 
shook her head. "No." She lowly answered him. 


Richie wasn't following her. He was completely confused. "Okay 
well...how did you know they were going to send you away then?" 


Gwen let out a exasperated sigh. "I just..." She then stopped talking, 
unable to finished her sentence. Her eyes were once again wandering 
around, looking anywhere but at him. 


Sensing her heighten emotions through her actions, Richie soften his 
own eyes. "You just what?" He gently questioned her. 


Gwen couldn't help but feel trepidation as she spoke. "I had a feeling." 
"A feeling?" Richie repeated beyond bemused. 


Gwen nodded her head. Clearly her brother hadn't fully understood 
her—not that she held that against him. What she was trying to say 
was...well...insane. But she had faith that Richie wouldn't think of her 
as a total nutcase. Besides, how could he after what they experienced 
together. "Yeah, you know like a feeling you get whenever something 
is going to happen. Whether it's good or bad." Gwen continued on 
saying. "Well, I got a bad feeling this time. I knew something was 
going to happen and here we are." She let out a bitter laugh. "And I'm 
being sent away." 


"Why didn't you tell me this before?" Richie asked her. 


Gwen become sheepish. "Because like I said it was just a feeling. 
Nothing else...and well I didn't want to look like a fool for bringing it 


up." 


Richie could understand that reasoning. It was just a feeling. He got 
good and bad feelings all the time. For some reason though he didn't 
think his past experiences with his gut intuition applied here. "Maybe 
it's just a coincidence." He lamely offered as a way to lessen her 
worry, but even he couldn't get behind his explanation. 


"Maybe so, but..." Gwen took a deep breath. Her face going pale with 
what she said next. "It frightens me...almost as much as..." But she 
didn't finish that sentence because a terrible memory played in her 
head. Her in the sewers with Pennywise. She felt a chill run down her 
spine as touched her right shoulder. The same shoulder where ITs 
bite mark was at. 


Richie immediately could tell Gwen was heading towards memory 
lane based on the far away look she had on. He was too. His memory, 
however, involved him beating the absolute shit of out IT with his 
sister's baseball bat. A beating that Richie took great joy in because 
he was avenging Gwen. IT put his sister through hell and even now 
with the entity gone Gwen was still suffering. 


There was no doubt that Gwen was heading towards memory lane. 


Except it wasn't the one where people would go to relive their past 
happily. No she was heading towards a nightmare filled memory. It 
was probably that very same memory that had her waking up 
screaming in the middle of the night. Richie got a hold of himself and 
didn't waste any more time. Despite the two of them sitting down, 
that didn't stop Richie from pulling his sister into a hug. It was a side 
hug, and it probably felt as awkward as it looked, but he didn't care. 
All he was concerned about was pushing away the awful memory 
Gwen was probably having of that malicious entity. 


"You don't have to worry about any of that shit." Richie soothed 
Gwen as she accepted his side hug. "ITs gone now." 


Gwen knew Richie was just trying to comfort her (as he always did), 
but his words did nothing to soothe her this time. 


Not only was Gwen too focused on the reminder that she was soon 
leaving Derry (away from her brother and her friends), but she also 
had to deal with the knowledge that she knew about her departure 
before her parents even told her. A part of her believed that perhaps 
Richie's explanation was correct. Maybe it was just a coincidence. 
Except another part of her didn't think so...and it was that part that 
deeply frightened Gwen. 


3. Chapter 3: The departure 


Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things or IT. I only own my OC. 


A/N: Sorry for the long wait! It's definitely been awhile since I updated 
this story. I've been busy with life. A few weeks ago I got to go to E3 with 
my brother and nephew and OMG...it was amazing! I got a lot of stuff 
and was able to see and play upcoming games. Also, apparently a few of 
the IT cast members were there. I saw their Tweets and Instagram posts. 
Even though I didn't see any of them in person, still being in the same 
building as them was pretty cool ^.^ I know...I'm weird. Anyways, I hope 
this chapter makes up for my absence! Even if there's some angst thrown 
in there! I apologize in advance for all you Gwen x Stan shippers. I got 
teary eyed when writing this chapter. Not gonna lie this one’s gonna hurt 
pretty badly. :/ Don't worry we still have their love in Floating On 
Air...even though that story is mostly filled with heart-ache. 


Also, I want to explain Mike's and Gwen's relationship with one another. 
As you'll come to find out in this chapter and the next one, they won't 
exactly get along well with each other right away. Which makes sense 
because even though they're family, they don't know each other at all. 
They're practically strangers. So it won't be like Gwen's and Richie's 
relationship were they instantly connect and get along real well. Don't 
worry as the story goes on Mike and Gwen will get closer and their 
friendship will improve. Anyways...enjoy the chapter! 


P.S. I was originally going to upload this chapter a lot sooner but I got 
attached with the whole TanaCon drama and I watched the three part 
Shane Dawson's documentary videos about it. Very interesting. I suggest 
you watch it if the whole TanaCon drama is still grabbing your attention 
and if you want answers. Shane does a good job with trying to explain 
the whole gist of it and what went wrong. 


"Never say goodbye because goodbye means going away and going away 
means forgetting." — J.M. Barrie, Peter Pan 


Chapter 3: The departure 


Stanley Uris was on the verge of tears. 


He was currently running. Probably the fastest he's ever ran in his 
life. And that's saying something because he ran pretty fast when he 
had encountered Judith. The first and second time. The first being at 
the synagogue (in his father's study), and the second being when he 
was down in the sewers. Both were memories he was still trying to 
bury away. However, this time he wasn't running away from 
something but rather towards something...someone. 


Gwen. He was running towards the girl he was in love with. Why? 
Because as he had come to find out she was leaving Derry. Away 
from the remaining Losers...and away from him. Stan's heart nearly 
broke when he was informed of this terrible news, but more so 
because he had learned it at the very last second. 


Thank goodness for Eddie. If he hadn't run into the smaller boy in the 
middle of town today, Stan would have never known. When he was 
informed of Gwen's departure by Eddie, Stan wanted to blame 
someone for the pain he had felt...like Gwen herself. Why hadn't she 
told him? Except as Stan would later find out, the Tozier girl had 
tried telling him such news only for his mother to lie about his 
whereabouts at the time. He had been reading the bird book Gwen 
had given him for his Bar Mitzvah when she came looking for him. 
He didn't know this at the moment. Nor did he know that his mother 
told Gwen that she would tell Stan about her "leaving" and that it 
would be his choice to make if he wanted to say goodbye or not. But 
it was a choice that was never delivered to Stan. And when Stan 
realized that his mother neglected to say all that to him, forgiveness 
would be the last thing he wanted to give her. 


In fact, it would be awhile before Stan fully forgave his mother. 


As the curly haired boy kept running, he tried his hardest to not let 
the tears fall down his face. Stan had to remain strong. He'd get there 
in time to say goodbye to Gwen. Maybe even convenience her to 
stay...if not her, then maybe he'd get through to her parents. It was a 
foolish way of thinking, but all reason was out of his mind. Stan just 
needed to talk to Gwen...he needed to see her. 


Even though he was running fast, Stan felt like it was a lifetime 


before he finally reached the Tozier residence. He got an awful 
feeling in his stomach when he saw that their parking space was 
empty. He quickly pushed this feeling aside, refusing to believe what 
it signified. With even more rapid steps, Stan reached the Tozier's 
front porch. He then without sparing another second began knocking 
on the front door. 


Everything's fine. Gwen's still here. You'll see...she's going to open the door 
and everything is going to be— 


Stan's thoughts came to a halt when the front door opened. To his 
disappointment, Gwen wasn't standing on the other side. It was 
Richie. 


When the youngest Tozier came into view the first thing Stan wanted 
to do was yell at him. Why didn't Richie say anything to him about 
Gwen leaving? Why did he chose now to keep that blabber mouth of 
his shut? Stan though quickly realized that as much as he wanted to 
blame Richie, he really didn't have a right to. Like with Gwen, Stan 
had been ignoring the bespectacled boy too. Stan honestly couldn't 
remember the last time he had a well meaningful conversation with 
him. And that made Stan feel sadness because Richie and him used to 
be great friends. Inseparable even. Now...things have changed and 
not for the better. Stan would take the blame for that though. He'd 
take the blame for everything that happened between him and 
Tozier's. Oh, how he regrets pushing them away. He let his dejected 
feelings get the better of him. 


After pushing aside his fervent emotions, Stan noticed how blotchy 
Richie's face appeared to be. This was clear evidence that he had 
been crying not that long ago. Seeing Richie's face like that confirmed 
the awful feeling Stan had going around in his head. It was the same 
feeling he had gotten when seeing the empty parking space. Except 
Stan mentally shook his head. 


"Is Gwen still here? I-I-I need to speak with her." Stan said while 
trying to control his breathing. All that running had him puffing out 
air but he didn't care how ridiculous he sounded. He didn't even let 
his OCD get the better of him regarding how wild his hair must have 
looked like. 


As soon as he asked this question, Richie braced himself because he 
knew Stan was not going to like what he was about to say. He 
adjusted his glasses as he fixed Stan an angst look. He felt like crying 
again, but doing so would do nothing to settle the dismal feelings he 
knew Stan was about to experience. "You missed her. She left about a 
few minutes ago." He sorrowfully informed his curly haired friend. 


From a distance a bird's chirp could be heard but that did nothing to 
lessen the ache that now was growing inside Stan. "She's gone?" The 
Uris boy felt his heart breaking all over again. He looked at Richie 
with such anguish. "I wanted to say goodbye." He felt tears start to 
fully form in his eyes. Big fat tears that he could no longer stop from 
escaping "I never got to say goodbye to her!" He cried out before he 
finally let the tears go down his face. 


Richie could say nothing as he watched his bird loving friend break 
down. After having to suffer with watching Stan break down for what 
felt like a lifetime (when really it was not even a minute), Richie 
decided the best thing he could do was to hug him. 


And that's exactly what he did. 


Stan accepted Richie's hug without hesitation. The curly haired boy 
wrapped his arms around Richie and let all his emotions out. As this 
was happening, Stan glanced down at his hand that had the cut on 
his palm. A heavy reminder of the blood oath that occurred not that 
long ago, and of what happened afterwards. Gwen kissing him...and 
then her telling him they couldn't be together because of IT. When 
Gwen had said this, Stan had been so upset. IT was gone now...they 
could have been together. They should have been together. Except 
for whatever reason Gwen thought it still wasn't safe. Stan knew it 
had something to do with whatever Gwen saw when passed out after 
IT bit her—or maybe even before that. Regardless, Stan knew Gwen 
thought she was cursed to ruin people's lives. Like how she thought 
she did with Chase and Victor. But Stan didn't think she was a curse. 
He loved her and wanted to be with her...but when he made this 
clear to Gwen she gently turned him down. Despite the gentleness, 
his hurt emotions got the better of him. And as Stan had come to find 
out, if there was one emotion stronger than fear (and maybe even 
love) it was anger. And that was what Stan felt when Gwen said no to 
being with him. This resulted in him ignoring her (and Richie too), 


only to then silently watch her from afar noticing how sad she looked 
because of his treatment towards her. Thinking about all this again 
made Stan let out another cry causing Richie to tighten his hold. 
Regret and guilt overwhelmed the curly haired boy as he closed his 
eyes. 


I'm sorry, Gwen. 


Mike Wheeler at the moment was not a happy twelve year old boy. 


A few days have passed now since his parents (his mother Karen to 
be more exact) told him the upsetting news. To be fair such news that 
was given to him hadn't been upsetting at first. In fact when Mike 
had been informed that his cousin Gwen was coming over his initial 
reaction had been a small one. Nothing major, and why would it 
have been anything more? Mike never before in his life had the 
pleasure of meeting his cousin Gwen. He had never even seen a 
picture of her. So he had no idea what she looked like. The only 
information Mike did know about her was how old she was. Gwen 
was a year younger than Nancy. As well as Gwen being the daughter 
of his mother's sister Maggie, who also had a younger brother around 
his own age. Richie, was his name. Who Mike had yet to meet or 
even see a picture of either. 


Now maybe anyone else would be extra excited (maybe even 
nervous) to meet a distant cousin of theirs...but Mike wasn't. Not 
really that is. Yes, Mike could admit that he was somewhat intrigued 
that he was going to meet a new family member of his for the first 
time...and that she was coming over to live with him and his family. 
But that intrigue had more to do with why Gwen was coming over. 
When Mike asked such a question to his parents, his mother told him 
it was because Gwen needed time away from where she lived. To 
clear her mind. That honestly didn't sound like the whole truth to 
Mike but he decided to accept such answer for now. Besides, he knew 
better than to push his mother. Mike, however, told himself that he'd 
find out the real reason on why his cousin was coming to live with 
them. Eventually he would know the truth. 


So that's why Mike was more curious with Gwen's arrival, rather than 
the excitement that should have been there but was not. 


However, that childlike curiousness Mike once had at the beginning 
turned to full out anger and annoyance when he learned just where 
Gwen was going to be stay at. 


The basement. 


Mike had been livid when his mother told him this. Two days before 
Gwen's arrival. Talk about short notice. Sure his anger and annoyance 
to others might be seen as uncalled for but to Mike it seemed like a 
nature reaction. The basement was his go to place. It was where Mike 
and his friends hung out all the time to play Dungeons & Dragons. The 
basement was basically their sanctuary...but not anymore. According 
to his mother, Gwen needed to stay there for the time being. It wasn't 
going to be permanent stay. Just until she cleaned out and made the 
guest room all nice and pretty. Those were her words, not his. 


Despite it not being a permanent stay, the twelve year old still found 
it ridiculous that his mother was letting Gwen stay in the basement in 
the first place. Over dinner the other day Mike had even tried to 
think of a way to stop Gwen from taking the basement. At first he 
thought asking his father for help would be a good idea but that idea 
quickly went out the window. It didn't take long for Mike to realize 
that his father would most likely not take his side. Especially not 
during dinner time. Ted Wheeler was always more interested in the 
food that Karen served for dinner. Food for Ted was always his first 
priority. At least it seemed that way for Mike. What a great help his 
father ever was to him. Anyways, Mike soon moved to a better idea 
and straight out suggested that Gwen room with Nancy instead, or for 
her to sleep on the living room couch. Of course Karen did not like 
either of those suggestions. 


Karen flat out refused for Gwen to sleep on the living room couch. To 
the older woman that seemed rude and she made this perfectly clear 
to her son. 


Now Nancy hadn't been that bothered when Mike suggested sharing a 
room with Gwen. Nancy thought it would be nice for her to offer. 
Plus it would give Nancy more of a chance to get to know her cousin. 
However, just when the brown haired girl was going to agree to this 
idea, Karen shut it down. Through the eyes of Nancy and Mike this 
was an odd action from their mother's part but there's was a reason 


for this. A reason only the older woman knew about. Thanks to 
Maggie's warning ahead of time she informed her sister that Gwen 
had nightmares in the middle of the night, and that screaming always 
followed. Hence why Gwen needed her own place to sleep. If she 
roomed with Nancy that wouldn't work well. She would have kept 
the sixteen year old up all night and that simply wouldn't do. 
According to Maggie Gwen needed to sleep on her own and Karen 
took that advice. 


Neither Mike or Nancy knew this real reason. They just chalked it up 
as their mother being picky with rooming accommodations. After 
that Nancy kept quiet about where Gwen was going to stay at. The 
same thing could not be said about Mike. No, he instead muttered 
why his mother didn't prepare the guest room sooner then. Needless 
to say he was rewarded with a scolding look from his parents, his 
mother's being the most fierce, and was given the duty of washing 
the dinner dishes. After that Mike kept his mouth shut. The only 
complaints he had now were kept in his head...or he shared with his 
friends when they were alone, like in the basement. Well, when he 
was able to anyways because as of lately the basement had been 
taken over by his mother. Karen had been tiding it up, making it look 
presentable for Gwen. Not a lot of work had been done. It wasn't like 
the basement was in horrible condition. If anything it was in great 
condition. Which makes sense since it was always used by Mike and 
his friends. There was already a bed down there and practically 
everything else for sleeping necessity's. His mother though just put 
more effort into making it look cozy for a teenage girl. The new girly 
decorations made Mike really hope Gwen wasn't as dainty and 
annoying like Nancy. Due to not knowing Gwen at all, he just 
assumed she was going to be that way automatically...and if true, 
that was going to suck. He didn't need another Nancy running 
around. 


Either way, if Gwen was like Nancy or not, the fact remained that the 
basement was going to be taken over by her. A stranger. Which was 
what she was when Mike really thought about it. Gwen was more of 
a stranger than she was family. It was probably wrong to think that 
way but Mike was too angered and annoyed to think otherwise at the 
moment. Having his hangout place get taken away from him made 
him see without reason. Something he would later regret in doing so 


once getting to truly know Gwen. 


Except as of right now, Gwen was viewed as the enemy...at least 
through Mike's eyes. 


When it came to his close friends they weren't exactly on the same 
board with how he regarded Gwen. They were more sad than angry 
with having their hangout place get taken away. Except the news of 
Gwen's arrival (being Mike's distant cousin that they didn't know 
about until now) took their attention away from the whole basement 
drama. They were all in their own way curious to know more about 
her. And only one of his friends was somewhat able to hide that 
curiousness better than the others. 


Dustin for instance had no shame in letting Mike know that he was 
really interested in meeting this mysterious cousin of his. Which 
really wasn't that surprising. He was a lot like Mike in that 
department. His baseball cap wearing friend was always one for 
mysteries. And Gwen to him at the moment was a mystery waiting to 
be solved. 


Lucas on the other hand was the one who tried to hide his intrigue. 
He did his best to seem indifferent to the whole situation involving 
Gwen and compared to the others he did well in hiding his hyped up 
emotions. Except Mike, after careful scrutinizing, was still able to see 
the curiousness that Lucas was carrying inside. The others might have 
not seen it but Mike had. The slight shine in Lucas' eyes whenever he 
brought up this distant cousin of his gave him away. 


Now out of all of Mike's friends, Will actually seemed to be the most 
excited to meet another family member of his. Even more so than 
Dustin. Mike figured out why though. It was because Gwen wasn't 
that much older than them. Only by three years. Which was 
information that Mike's mother had shared publicly. And although 
being the most shyest in the group of friends, Will also happened to 
be the most welcoming by far. In his own way that is. Therefore, it 
made sense as to why Will was so eager to meet Mike's cousin. 


None of this lessened Mike's anger or annoyance. He was still heavily 
upset that their hangout spot was being taken away. What upset Mike 
even more is knowing that his friends weren't as affected as him. 


Yeah they were sad and expressed slight irritation, but to Mike it 
seemed like they were way more interested with Gwen's arrival and 
meeting her. Which did nothing but elevate Mike's grumpy mood. 


And like lately, as Mike laid in his bed, the same brooding question 
he'd been having since receiving the basement news, popped into his 
mind: Why did she have to come now of all times? 


A loud knock on his open bedroom door caught Mike's attention. He 
remained on his bed, but his dark brown eyes slowly looked over to 
the doorway. The urge to roll his eyes became strong when he saw 
who had knocked. 


Standing there at his bedroom entrance was his older sister Nancy. 
She had her arms crossed over her chest as she leaned against the 
entrance. Mike could tell Nancy wasn't exactly happy with him given 
the frown she had on, but he at the moment wasn't as affected as he 
should have been. 


"Hey, doofus, mom's been calling your name for the last five 
minutes." Nancy informed him. The sixteen year old waited to see 
and hear his reaction, and unsurprisingly (like most of the time) 
Nancy wasn't happy with what she was given. 


What Nancy said made Mike furrow his eyebrows. At first he wanted 
to retort a witty comeback because of what Nancy called him, but 
what she said after that name caught his attention. His mother had 
been calling his name? Huh? Despite his bewilderment, Mike quickly 
surmised that he was too busy wallowing to even notice his mother 
calling him out. A brief moment of silence passed before he 
answered. "And?" He asked, trying to sound without a care. 


Nancy narrowed her blue eyes at her younger brother. She wasn't 
having any of his crap today. Mike had been acting like this ever 
since he was told that Gwen would be staying in the basement for a 
little while. She thought this attitude he had going on was plain silly. 
So he wouldn't be able to play that dork game he and his friends 
were into down in the basement. So what? That didn't mean they 
couldn't play it in his bedroom or even in the living room. Nancy just 
thought her younger brother was over reacting. Like usual. Nancy 
concluded that Mike really needed to be more sensible. 


"You need to go downstairs." Nancy finally said in a parental tone 
that almost sounded like her mother's. If she weren't so annoyed at 
Mike for his behavior she would have noticed the vocal similarities 
between her mother and her. But she hadn't. She was too busy trying 
to get Mike to listen to her. "Dad's going to be here with Gwen any 
second now." 


Mike let out a huff. He knew his father had left a while ago to go pick 
up Gwen from the closest airport. She was arriving today, after all. 
Which once again sucked. Before his father left though, his mother 
did say he needed to get dressed nicely because he was going to meet 
his cousin. When his mother said this Mike nearly scoffed, but he was 
smart enough not to do so. Displaying such attitude would have 
resulted in another punishment. Maybe this time he would be 
ordered to clean the bathroom instead of dishes...and he did not want 
to do that. Still, he was more than happy to complain in his head. 
And that's what he did. Why was he supposed to dress nicely? It's not 
like they were expecting a visit from the Queen of England. It was a 
just a family member of theirs...a distant one at that. 


But like with his attitude, Mike knew there would be repercussions if 
he didn't listen to his mother. Hence why he was currently wearing 
one of his more nicer outfits. Church clothes is what he called them. 
Not they went to church much. Only when deemed necessary. When 
he looked at Nancy, Mike noticed how she too was dressed up nicely. 
She was wearing one of her many dresses she owned. This specific 
one she had on was a light purple color. And her hair, despite being 
in its natural state, was stylized properly. 


Seeing his sister dressed up that way, made Mike want to roll his 
eyes. Nancy was not only dressing the part their mother wanted, but 
she was acting the part. She had been acting like the perfect daughter 
for about a week now. Now by all means, Nancy usually was one to 
follow the rules set by their parents without complaints, but as of 
lately she had been really pushing the whole "perfect" daughter 
image...and Mike knew why. It was because of that guy she was 
starting to see. Steve Harrington. Yeah, Mike was well aware of this. 
Nancy wasn't as sly as she thought she was. If she really didn't want 
others to know her business she would have closed her bedroom door 
when talking on the phone. Honestly, it's pure luck that their mother 


or father hadn't connected the dots as he had. Regardless, Mike knew 
the reason behind Nancy's behavior as of late. She acted like the well- 
balanced daughter because she didn't want their parents to know 
about the boy she had taken an romantic interest in. And what a 
great way to distract their parents than to listen to them (more so 
their mother) while waiting to welcome their family member into 
their home. Yeah right. This time Mike did roll his eyes just from that 
thought. In result to this, Nancy gave him a hard look. It was almost 
like she knew what he was thinking about. This almost had Mike call 
her out, but just as he was about to say something to her, Karen's 
voice filled the air. 


"Nancy! Michael! Come downstairs now, please!" 


The Wheeler siblings broke eye contact for a brief moment before 
they reconnected gazes again. Nancy sighed, deciding to break the 
harsh tension between them. She and Mike usually didn't see eye to 
eye, but now wasn't the time for one of their fights. They both needed 
to get their acts together and go downstairs. Based on the hurried 
tone of voice their mother had, that meant their guest of honor was 
here. 


"Come on." Nancy said, a bit more softer this time. 


Mike noticed the difference in his older sister's voice. Despite 
appreciating that her voice didn't hold any displeasure this time, he 
still didn't want to go downstairs. She was going to be there...and he 
didn't want to converse with the basement thief. Except as much as 
he wanted to continue laying in bed, he couldn't. No doubt his 
mother would march upstairs and drag him by the ear if he refused to 
come downstairs. Well...perhaps she wouldn't take such extreme 
measures, but she certainly wouldn't be happy. So with a defeated 
expression, Mike got up from his bed. 


He let Nancy lead the way as they went downstairs. It didn't take 
long for them to reach their destination (even with Mike's 
unenthusiastic steps). Once there, Mike immediately saw his mother 
Karen standing to the side, holding his younger sister Holly. His three 
year old sister, much like him and Nancy, was dressed up nicely as 
well. Holly, however, didn't have a care in the world with what she 
was wearing. She was too young to give a damn and was instead 


happily smiling and giggling as her mother held her. 


Once he saw his mother and younger sister, it didn't take long for 
both Mike and Nancy to spot their father. There was nothing out of 
the ordinary with Ted Wheeler...well other than him holding a 
suitcase in one hand and two smaller travel bags in the other. There 
was another suitcase already on the ground. However, none of these 
items belonged to him...but rather the teenage girl that was standing 
next to him. 


After having looked at their parents and younger sister, both Mike 
and Nancy turned their attention towards her. 


So...this was Gwen. Their cousin. 


The first thing Nancy noticed was how similar Gwen looked to Mike. 
They weren't exact copies (although others later on would say they 
were) but she definitely could spot facial similarities between them. 
Now of course Gwen's features were more feminine than Mike's given 
that she was a girl. Even with the tomboyish clothes Gwen had on, 
and the solemn expression she had plastered on her face, Nancy 
couldn't deny that Gwen was pretty. Gwen had dark brown wavy hair. 
It was a bit longer than her own. Also, Gwen had more of a full figure 
body than she did, that was for sure. Curves. However, based on how 
Gwen was dressed, Nancy came to the conclusion that her cousin did 
not care about her outer appearance. It seemed that her cousin and 
her were in the opposite when it came clothes and presentation. 
Meaning makeup as well, considering Gwen wasn't wearing at the 
moment. This of course didn't mean that Gwen wasn't into make at 
all. Nancy's best friend Barb didn't wear a lot of makeup but she still 
liked wearing it every once and awhile. Except something within 
Nancy told her that Gwen and her weren't going to do each others 
makeup anytime soon, like how Barb and her would do to each other. 
Despite the immediate difference between them, and the less cheerful 
expression Gwen had on, Nancy offered her cousin a welcome smile. 


When Gwen saw her cousin Nancy smiling at her, she froze. Such a 
friendly gesture from a girl around her own age took Gwen off guard. 
It took her a few seconds before she was able to nod her head at 
Nancy. Unfortunately that was the closest nicest gesture Nancy was 
going to receive from her at the moment. Nancy's smile faltered at 


her lack of a joyful response but Gwen didn't care that she was 
appearing to be rude and cold. Her distraught emotions from leaving 
everyone she loved in Derry (leaving Richie and Stan) were still 
there...and they weren't about to leave anytime soon. Also why fake 
being happy? Seemed pointless to do so. Gwen, however, felt genuine 
emotion when she moved her dark brown eyes to the boy standing 
next to her older cousin. Emotions that were so strong, she felt like 
releasing a small cry...and she almost did. 


Before seeing her shocked reaction, the first thing Mike noticed about 
Gwen was her outfit. Unlike most of the older girls he knew (well not 
knew but would see around school), Gwen didn't look to be as prissy 
as them...or even Nancy. Not at first glance that is. Gwen wasn't 
wearing anything remotely girly. Which really just annoyed Mike 
with the outfit he was wearing. Gwen hadn't dressed up nicely, so 
why did any of them have to? Gwen was wearing a casual outfit that 
consisted of a band t-shirt, dark jeans, worn out shoes, and a dark 
green military style jacket. If he hadn't been so irritated with the 
current situation he would have admired her band t-shirt that had 
The Clash. 


Now the second thing Mike noticed (which really should have been 
the first thing) was that Gwen had a few similar features as him. She 
had the same dark brown eyes and color hair as him, and the longer 
he stared at her the more he was able to distinguish the light freckles 
she had across her cheeks...just like him. However, despite the 
obvious similarities they shared, out of annoyance towards her at the 
moment, Mike refused to believe what he saw. There was nothing 
about Gwen and him that was the same. Nothing...there couldn't be. 
Sure they're family but he didn't look like her. It might have been an 
lame excuse for others but not for Mike. He reasoned that if Nancy 
and him don't look that much alike (to him they didn't)...then there 
was no way Gwen and him could look alike. 


Nope. Mike refused to believe that. 


"I'm glad you guys came down." Karen said to her older children 
before looking between them and Gwen. She was acting as if she 
hadn't sensed the awkwardness that was in the air. Well she sure 
sensed it, unlike Ted who was as oblivious as he was with everything 
else. Karen Wheeler, however, just chose to look passed such 


awkwardness and tried moving forward. "This is your cousin, Gwen." 
Karen said starting the proper introductions with her older children. 
She had already introduced Holly when Gwen first stepped foot 
inside the house. Holly had immediately taken a liking towards 
Gwen. She had smiled and even released a soft laugh. And even 
though the fifteen year old didn't show that much emotion, Karen 
could tell Gwen had taken a liking to Holly as well. Her eyes gave her 
away. As they did with Mike. "Gwen, this is Nancy and Mike." When 
Karen finished speaking she noticed how Mike's eyes were filled with 
what was she thought was discontent. She right away sent Mike a 
parental look. 


After his mother made the introductions (and after seeing her look 
thrown his way), Mike reluctantly softened his gaze. They all then 
waited to hear Gwen's response but the fifteen year old said nothing 
as she remained frozen in place. This made Mike and the others look 
at her oddly. Even Holly was tilting her head a bit at the teenager. 
More so because Gwen was just staring at Mike with wide eyes and 
her expression was one of pure startlement. Why? None of Wheelers 
knew. 


Mike frowned from seeing such a scene. It was like Gwen was 
analyzing him. He had no clue why she would do that though. After a 
few more seconds passed with her staying quiet, and openly staring 
at him, Mike finally spoke up. Well...not loudly but enough for his 
sister to hear him. 


"Is she mute or something?" Mike whispered to Nancy. In retrospect 
that probably was a mean thing to say, but he was getting seriously 
freaked out with Gwen's staring. No one has ever stared at him the 
way Gwen was doing at the moment. 


Nancy in return elbowed Mike discreetly. She did not like the 
comment he just made, nor did she find it amusing. "Shut up." She 
answered lowly back to her younger brother. She fixed her expression 
into a cordial one when she addressed her cousin. "Hello." She said 
politely in hopes that would get her to speak. "It's really nice to meet 
you." Nancy felt disappointment yet again when Gwen kept her 
silence, barely paying any attention to her. 


Mike sensed his older sister's emotions, and even though he didn't 


want to talk with Gwen, he figured maybe saying a few words 
wouldn't hurt. Plus, perhaps him saying something would get her to 
finally stop her weird staring. "Hey." He simply greeted. His voice 
was neither filled with pep or irritability. It was placid. 


Gwen let out a low gasp. He even sounds like him. Her eyes widen 
even more at hearing him speak loud and clear. Before she was able 
to reply back she felt her body grow weak. The last thing Gwen saw 
before fainting was Richie's—no—WMike's face. 


Given how fast and unexpected this was, the others could only watch 
with shocked and concerned faces as she fell to the floor. 


A/N: Quite an ending to a new chapter, right? For the next chapter I'm 
gonna write more on the shock of Gwen finding out that her cousin Mike 
looks like Richie. Also, Dustin, Lucas, and Will make an appearance. ^.^ 
Real fun stuff. Don't worry Steve will make an appearance soon. He was 
mentioned in this chapter. Just briefly but it was a mention. Anyways, 


hopefully it won't take as long to update next time. 


4. Chapter 4: Issues 


Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things or IT. I only own my OC. 


"No, I am not bitter, I am not hateful, and I am not unforgiving. I just 
don't like you." — C. JoyBell C. 


Chapter 4: Issues 


Gwen didn't want to look at him. Actually, it was more like she 
couldn't look at her cousin...Mike Wheeler. 


It just hurt too much. 
However, avoiding looking at him was proving to be a difficult task. 


The curiosity she had over her cousin's resemblance to her brother 
was still there...no matter how much she didn't want it to be. Gwen 
quietly admitted to herself that trying not to look at her cousin was 
causing her the same amount of distress as wanting to look at him. 
Except the inner turmoil she had wasn't as difficult as it was when 
she said goodbye to Richie. Saying goodbye to Richie was probably 
one of the most heartbreaking experiences Gwen had ever gone 
through. Leaving her younger brother caused her immense heartache. 
The pain she felt from that hurt as much when she ended having any 
chances with Stan. Though doing that had been a necessary thing to 
do. At least that's what Gwen kept telling herself. If she didn't keep 
reminding herself that it had been a necessary thing to do she'd be an 
emotional mess...way more than she already was. 


Now despite feeling her cousin's eyes on her, Gwen did her best to 
avoid his gaze like the plague. She looked anywhere else but him. 
Which included looking at the floor, the walls, and the various decors 
that filled the Wheeler's living room. Decor that Gwen was starting to 
realize was similar to the one her mother had filled in their own 
home. Even with all these distractions, Gwen's kept hearing the same 
question over and over again in her head. 


Why did Mike look like Richie? 


Gwen felt like that was such a major slap to her face. Here was her 
cousin, who she was finally meeting, and he was a constant reminder 
of her younger brother. Her younger brother who she left behind in 
Derry. The similarities between them though left Gwen feeling a lot 
of things besides sadness. Puzzlement being one of the other main 
feelings. Mike and Richie looked so much alike that they could be 
twins. Maybe they were...in some strange Twilight Zone kind of way. 
Gwen inwardly shook that thought away. That sounded crazy. 
However, it really wasn't that crazy when compared to the shit she 
had seen and gone through because of IT. 


"Are you sure you're feeling better, sweetie?" 


Gwen's gaze automatically went to where her Aunt Karen was sitting. 
She was sitting next to her Uncle Ted with baby Holly on her lap. It 
had been about thirty minutes or so since her fainting ordeal. 
Something Gwen wanted to seriously move on. She regained 
consciousness rather quickly much to everyone's relief. Once awake 
the Tozier girl had been bombarded with questions by her Aunt 
Karen. Questions like, "Are you okay?", "Do you want to go to the 
doctor?", "Do you want a glass of water?" 


Gwen was honestly fine. Actually, physically she was fine. 
Emotionally? That was a whole other thing. Although she was 
weirded out for an obvious reason. Still, Gwen answered that she 
didn't need to see a doctor. To her surprise her Aunt Karen didn't 
pester her as much as Gwen thought she was going to. Concern 
questions were still asked but Gwen didn't feel any sort of negativity 
coming from her aunt. Unlike when Gwen would converse with her 
mother. 


Talking to her mother Maggie had always been tiring. That was a 
harsh thought to have but Gwen really had no idea how her father 
Wentworth could handle her mother. Gwen knew deep down that her 
mother meant well, but Maggie was too controlling and 
judgmental...two qualities Gwen heavily disliked. Gwen knew that 
Maggie wanted her to be the perfect daughter. That entitled dressing 
up, wearing makeup, and talking about girl nonsense. Gwen though 
wasn't like that and because of that they never got along. Gwen in the 


past was able to handle her mother but she couldn't anymore. Not 
since the events with IT. Gwen was just glad she didn't feel that way 
when talking with her Aunt Karen. Not yet anyways. 


Gwen nodded her head. "Yeah, I think all that traveling got to me." 


The Tozier girl then made the grave mistake of looking at her cousin 
Mike. It had been a quick look but Gwen still saw the way her cousin 
was staring at her. Mike had a narrowed look and although it was not 
necessarily filled with hate, Gwen could tell there was some sort of 
attitude behind his gaze. This wasn't the first time he had been 
looking at her this way. Gwen unfortunately had seen that look when 
they were touring around the house. Or rather when she was shown 
where she was going to be staying at until the guest room upstairs 
was ready. 


Gwen initially had no issues with staying in the basement. Knowing 
she was going to be staying there didn't faze her in the slightest. After 
what she went through with IT, staying in a basement was smooth 
sailing. The basement wasn't at all scary looking anyways. Nor was it 
dirty in anyway. It was actually in good condition. The bed and the 
furniture down there made it livable. Nothing in the basement 
affected her. If anything it was the look Mike had on when they were 
down in the basement that got to her. It was a sarcastic look mixed 
with heavy detest that said, "Thanks a lot." Because of that Gwen 
assumed the basement probably meant something special to Mike. 
Maybe it was some sort of hangout place for him and his friends. 
Whatever the reason, her dear cousin sure disliked her for taking 
momentary residence down there. 


That just made things even more awkward for Gwen. It also didn't 
make it easier to be around Mike either considering how he must 
now held some sort of grudge against her for taking the basement. 
And now here she was sitting down next to her cousin Nancy. 


Little to no surprise Mike had taken seat next to his parents across 
from Nancy and her. Despite sensing the distress between them, 
Gwen was really relieved when Mike had chosen no sit down next to 
his parents. Mike sitting next to her would have been weird. 
However, as she now realizes, having him sit across from her wasn't 
much help either. Especially she was staring forward, making eye 


contact with her Aunt Karen. Gwen tried her best to avoid Mike's 
gaze again. She did not want to see that narrowed look from before. 


"That makes sense." Ted added to the conversation. Gwen carefully 
looked his way. "You know I once had a friend in college who walked 
a block and then fainted straight afterwards." 


There was an awkward silent pause after that was said. 


"Oh." Gwen murmured, bemused. She really had no clue on what to 
say to that. How in the world was that suppose to compare with what 
happened to her? Besides the fainting of course. Walking a block and 
traveling to different states didn't compare. She knew that her uncle 
was perhaps trying to create small talk with her, and as much as she 
appreciated that, Gwen hoped that he would end his conversing right 
then and there. However, her uncle wasn't quite done talking yet. 


"From what I was told he now works at a gym." 


Gwen wasn't going to respond but at the last second she changed her 
mind. Maybe engaging more in the conversation would create a more 
open atmosphere between her and the Wheeler family. She tried to 
make herself sound more interested and curious. "So...he's a trainer?" 


Ted shrugged his shoulders and then shook his head. He appeared 
nonchalant with what he said next. "No, he's a janitor." 


Gwen let out a low cough. Well...that just added to the awkwardness. 


From beside her husband, Karen let out a laugh. Gwen right away 
could tell it wasn't one hundred percent genuine. She knew this 
because it sounded like the laugh her mother would give her father 
after he told a really bad joke. It was just forceful. The Tozier girl was 
a bit relieved when she saw how none of the Wheeler children 
reacted in the same way their mother had. Not even Holly cracked a 
smile or let out a giggle. Apparently even young children like her 
already know what's funny and what's not. 


Speaking of Holly, Gwen was once again bewildered when she saw 
how the young girl was trying to reach out to her. Holly shifted 
around Karen's lap before the older woman got her to calm down. 


"Oh, see I told you she likes you." Karen smiled at her niece. 


Gwen forced herself to smile back but she knew it must have come 
out as a grimace. Nowadays it was hard for to give a convincing 
smile. Thankfully no one commented on it. However, the next 
comment that was said didn't help the help with the awkwardness 
between Mike and Gwen. 


"Holly likes anybody." Mike muttered. 


That got Mike a somewhat warning look from his mother and a stern 
one from Nancy. His father of course had been oblivious to that 
interaction as he had been to Mike's comment. Gwen though didn't 
give any type of verbal response, letting Mike take that as if she 
hadn't heard him. Except she had and as much as she didn't want to 
his comment to leave a sting it nonetheless did. Feeling 
uncomfortable, Gwen just stared down at her shoes. 


"Say Nancy." Karen suddenly announced catching her daughter's 
attention. "I have an idea. Why don't you take Gwen out for a stroll? 
Show her around town." 


Nancy didn't find any issues with that. "Sure." She answered nodding 
her head. Nancy thought spending one on one time with Gwen would 
perhaps be beneficial in strengthening their cousin relationship. 


Unlike Nancy, Gwen wasn't thinking the same way. The Tozier girl 
lifted her gaze to stare at her aunt. "Really, that can wait for later." 
She hurriedly protested. "I don't want to be a bother. Nancy probably 
already has plans anyways." She added that last part less rushed. 


"I actually don't." Nancy smiled at her cousin. 


"See, it's not a bother." Karen assured her niece. "Besides, you said 
you're feeling better, right?" 


Gwen had a feeling that denying wouldn't help her at all. She 
reluctantly relented to the truth. "You're right. I did say that." 


Karen accepted such response as yes. "I think you're really going to 
like Hawkins." She merrily told her. "It's a small town but you're from 
a small town anyways. And as I always say, quality over quantity." 


Mike resisted the urge to correct his mother. She had never said that 
before. He managed to control himself from letting his attitude take 
over again. The Wheeler boy saw a golden opportunity here with 
having Gwen out of the house. He wasn't about to let that go to 
waste. His lips went upwards, forming a bright smile. "I think it's a 
great idea." He interjected with an upbeat voice. "Nancy and Gwen 
should totally have some girl time." 


Mike ignored the bemused expression Nancy was throwing him. He 
noticed for a moment there how even his father had given him a 
strange look before he returned to his usual nonchalant self. His 
mother though didn't seem to catch his motive. Which he was glad 
for. The fake smile he had on almost fell when he locked eye contact 
with Gwen...again. 


Unlike last time, Gwen didn't back down with the staring. She sensed 
something was off with how Mike was behaving. This time it wasn't 
Mike who was narrowing his eyes but instead it was Gwen. The 
suspicious look she had on almost caused Mike to break his faux 
joyful demeanor he had going on. Thankfully that didn't end up 
happening because of his mother. 


Karen smiled at her son. She was glad that he was finally behaving 
and not letting the negative attitude from before get to him. Not long 
after her gaze then shifted onto Gwen again. 


Noticing the interaction between mother and son caused Gwen to 
falter her staring at Mike. Her suspicion from before went away once 
finally admitting defeat to the whole town outing. Gwen held in the 
exasperated sigh she wanted to desperately let out. Perhaps she had 
been somewhat wrong about her Aunt Karen. Gwen was starting to 
find out that her Aunt Karen could be as pushy as her mother. Which 
really shouldn't have been a shocking thing considering Maggie and 
Karen were sisters after all. With this thought in mind, Gwen instead 
she smiled tightly. "Alright then." As a way to feel better 
(emotionally), Gwen told herself that perhaps leaving the house 
would be a good thing. It did give her time to distance herself from 
Mike, who she was yet getting used to the fact that he looked exactly 
like Richie. 


"Great!" Karen exclaimed causing Holly to let out a giggle. "Now you 


and Nancy have fun exploring the town. Just come back before 
dinner starts." 


Nancy reassured her mother they would as she got up from the living 
room couch. Gwen took that as her cue to get up and follow her 
cousin. As they left none of the remaining Wheelers had noticed the 
disconsolate expression Gwen had on. 


Karen was to busy trying to entertain Holly as she walked with her 
towards the kitchen. Ted's attention was on the newspaper he had 
grabbed once his daughter and niece walked out the living room. As 
for Mike...well, once Gwen left with Nancy, Mike wasted no time in 
calling his friends over. 


That was of course after he quickly asked his mother for permission. 
And after that last nice comment he made, Karen sure enough told 
him it was alright. 


It didn't take long for the remaining party to show up. Not that it 
ever really took long for the boys to show up at Mike's place. 
Whenever the Wheeler boy would contact them saying it was urgent 
they knew they had to hurry up. The first one to show up was Lucas 
since he lived the closest to Mike. The second was Dustin and lastly 
Will. 


The three boys had made their way inside the Wheeler house until 
they were standing out the familiar basement door. Out of all of them 
it had been Will to ask the question they (besides Mike) they had 
been thinking. 


"Mike, why are we standing outside your basement door?" Will asked, 
severely puzzled. Mike had told them to come over but he hadn't said 
the reason why. Although the Byers' boy had a guess as to why he 
wanted the whole group to meet up. 


"We're doing an investigation." Mike whispered to his three friends. 
He made sure to be quiet in case his mother heard him. He wasn't so 
much worried about his father hearing them. When he had answered 
the front door Mike noticed his father was heavily invested with the 
newspaper he was reading. Nothing out of the ordinary there. So he 


had no worries about his father figuring them out. His mother 
though...that's a different story. Mike took comfort that she was still 
in the kitchen preparing dinner for when Gwen came back. 
Regardless of that, Mike was still going to be cautious. 


Will frowned. "On your cousin?" He inquired. "Why?" 


Mike grew even more serious than before. "Because I have a feeling 
she's hiding something." He answered back. Later on Mike would 
realize how lame of a response this was but at the moment he didn't 
see it as one. Mike Wheeler was just trying to snoop around because 
he was unhappy with the changes his cousin Gwen had brought with 
her arrival. 


"Hiding what? She just got here." Will pointed out. He found it 
ridiculous that Mike was going through all this trouble just to get 
some sort of dirt on his cousin because he was unhappy with the 
basement arrangements. 


Mike didn't see any reasoning with what Will just said. "Exactly." 
"Exactly what?" Will softly questioned. 


"I don't care what's your reason." Dustin whispered back to Mike. His 
lisp was way more noticeable than usual this time as he spoke. "I'm 
always up for some detective work." He excitedly finished saying. He 
would be lying if he said he wasn't at all curious with what they 
could find in Gwen's belonging. Yes, it was an invasion of privacy but 
his detective mode was overpowering his conscious at the moment. 


Lucas decided to add his own thought. He shrugged his shoulders. 
"It's not like we got anything else to do." 


Two out of three approvals from his friends was enough for Mike to 
proceed with his plan. With him in the lead, Mike led his friends 
down to the familiar basement. He then walked over to where the 
bed was. Following behind him was a curious Lucas, excited Dustin, 
and a reluctant Will. The Byers' boy had been quiet when walking 
down the basement but he was able to find his voice again when he 
saw Mike reach for one of Gwen's bags next to the bed. 


"We're really gonna go through her stuff?" Will asked in disbelief. 
Guilt had already started to form inside him from something that 
hasn't happened yet but was soon going to. 


"It's just one of her travel bags." Mike assured him. "It's not like I'm 
going through her suitcase and looking at her clothes." He said, his 
face pinching with disgust. "Now that would be weird." 


As if this wasn't weird enough. Will thought to himself. 
"Open that sucker up." Dustin prompted. 


Not needing to be told twice, Mike did just that and dumped the 
belongings onto the bed. All four boys quickly took notice of the 
various things that had fallen out. There was a lot to look at but some 
of the things Mike noticed right away were cassette tapes, a few pens, 
two school notebooks, a Walkman, a Polaroid camera, and last but 
not least a carton of cigarettes. 


Mike picked up the carton of cigarettes. It appeared that Gwen was a 
smoker. That certainly surprised him. His cousin didn't look like a 
smoker. Though judging by the feel of an almost empty carton of 
cigarettes, Gwen was quite the smoker. Mike knew this information 
wouldn't sit well with his parent, especially with his mother. So he 
made sure to save this information in case he ever needed to use it 
later on. 


"She has good taste in music." Lucas suddenly said gaining Mike's and 
the others attention. He tossed aside the carton of cigarettes and got 
closer to Lucas as did the others. They were now each examining the 
various cassette tapes Gwen had brought. She had a lot of different 
bands...and Mike hated to admit that his cousin had good taste in 
music. Though what did he expect? She had been wearing a t-shirt 
with the The Clash on it. 


Mike wasn't the only one who was admiring her music choices. Will 
smiled as he picked up a specific cassette tape. "She listens to The 
Clash." 


Mike was about to say something else but his attention was soon 
caught by something else. Rather two something else's. "Why does 


she have so many pill bottles?" He questioned with annoyance and 
uneasiness. Looking at the pill bottles caused frustration to build 
inside him. He did not recognize any of the names that were on them 
nor for what they were for. 


"She just has two." Will shyly corrected him. 


Mike, however, remained persistent. He pursed his lips. "Two bottles 
too many." 


Will frowned finding that statement ridiculous. Dustin's voice (a 
surprised one) caught his and the others attention. 


"Dude! Look at this!" Dustin all but threw the item he had found into 
Mike's hands. 


That said item that caused such a reaction out of Dustin was a photo. 
In the photo was a group of kids. Mike and the others assumed the 
kids in the photo were friends based on how cordially they appeared 
to be with one another. In that group of friends was Gwen. She was 
sitting on a bench between a curly haired boy and darker skinned 
boy. There was a smaller looking boy with a fanny pack sitting on the 
other side of the darker skinned boy, and a heavier set boy was 
sitting on the other side of the curly haired boy. A girl with short red 
hair was standing beside another boy with light brownish hair, and 
lastly there was a boy with glasses wearing a Hawaiian button-up 
shirt with a ridiculous smile on his face. 


Mike Wheeler already knew who that last boy was. The boy in the 
photo practically screamed mischief. 


"That must be her brother." Mike evenly told his friends. He was 
doing his best to keep in his shock. Just deny what you just saw. Mike 
thought to himself. I look nothing like him. Just as how I look nothing 
like Gwen. No resemblance whatsoever. 


"Your cousin Richie?" Will asked. He remembered the name because 
Mike had told him before. 


Mike nodded his head, inwardly glad Will hadn't pointed out the 
obvious elephant in the room. The same one he was straight out 


denying. However, someone quickly did. 


Dustin's eyes remained wide as he kept looking at the photo. "You 
look just like him!" He animatedly pointed at his cousin Richie." His 
facial features were twisting in bemusement territory. "Or he looks a 
lot like you. Whichever way you want to phrase it." 


Mike immediately frowned. "No we do not." He protested. Annoyance 
began to grow within him again from hearing Dustin say that. 


"What are you blind?" Dustin scoffed. "You two look alike. He just has 
slightly shorter hair than you and wears glasses, but other than that 
you guys could be twins." 


"I have to agree with Dustin on this one." Lucas added studying the 
photo as well. It was beyond freaky how much Mike and his cousin 
Richie looked alike, as Dustin had pointed out. "It's hard to see past 
the similarities between you two." 


Mike turned to look at Will. He had yet to say anything regarding the 
photograph. "What do you think?" 


Will lowered his eyes, staying silent. That was enough for Mike to 
know exactly what he was thinking. The Wheeler boy let out an 
exasperated sigh. "We do not look—" 


"What the hell do you think you're doing?!" 


All four boys froze out of fear. None of them had to turn around to 
know who that was. Despite Lucas, Dustin, and Will having never 
heard her voice before they knew it was her. They also knew what 
kind of expression was on her face. None of that took away their 
shocked demeanor when they finally saw her. 


There stood Gwen Tozier a few feet away from them. Absolute fury 
was written all over her face. Mike gulped, inwardly yelling at 
himself for not having heard her come down the basement. He stared 
at his cousin, warily. 


The older girl all but stomped her way towards them. Gwen swiftly 
grabbed the photo out of Mike's hold. A sort of soft look crossed over 
her face when she carefully tucked it inside her green military style 


jacket. All of the boys were then shocked when that soft look went 
away. The infuriated one from before was now in its place. 


"Don't ever touch this photo." Gwen glared daggers at all of them. "If I 
ever find any of you going through my belongings again without my 
permission, your ass is grass. Do you understand?" She paused and 
quickly saw how the boys shakily nodded their heads. Despite not 
verbally answering her, Gwen took their responses. "Good. Now get 
out." When they remained frozen in shock, Gwen took action. Her 
dark brown eyes blazed with anger as she yelled the next part. "Get 
out!" 


That made all four boys sprint up the stairs. 


All four of them were able to regulate their breathing once at the top. 
The nervousness they'd felt when experiencing Gwen's anger was 
starting to melt away. Dustin and Will said nothing. Will's guilt didn't 
allow him to say anything. While Dustin now realized just how 
wrong it had been to look through her stuff. Lucas felt bad as well 
but he couldn't get the memory of Gwen yelling at them out of his 
head. Which is why he said what he said next. 


"Dude, your cousin has issues." Lucas commented, freaked out b 
y 
Gwen's outburst. 


Mike glanced towards the basement. "Yeah..." He muttered. "She 
does." 


A/N: Decided to to the author's note on the bottom this time. Anyways, 
looks like things aren't off to a good start. Rest assured things do get 
better. Also, the photo that Gwen has and Mike and the others found was 
taken during the fourth of July. If you guys have read my IT story then 
you know what I mean. Just wanted to clear that up with you guys in case 
you were confused. I know in the original story I didn't mention a photo 
being taken but if possible that's something I want to add in a later 
flashback in IT:Chapter Two. Anyways, thanks for those who are still 
following this story! And a huge thanks for those who have left a review. 
You guys have no idea how much that means to me! 


5. Chapter 5: Almost getting into trouble 


Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things or IT. I only own my OC. 


A/N: Just want to let you guys know that I have about two or three more 
chapters to write before we head into season one's story line. Enjoy the AU 
while it lasts! I graduated college in May with my Bachelor's in 
Anthropology. I have all this free time but it doesn't feel like it because I 
am stressing out with finding a damn job. I thought I had one but after 
thinking things through I decided not to pursue that job any further. Now I 
am once again trying to seek employment. My anxiety is through the roof 
at the moment. Ugh...anyways...don't let my stress rant ruin this chapter. 


BTW, have you guys seen Godzilla: King of the Monsters? Cause I did 
and I loved it. I especially loved the soundtrack. You should all listen to it. 
Especially's Mothra's theme. When I went to go see Godzilla the 
IT:Chapter Two trailer played during the previews and I just got all 
excited. I really can't wait until it comes out! 


P.S. Gwen officially meets Steve in the next chapter :P Look forward to 
that. 


"Attitude is a choice. Happiness is a choice. Optimism is a choice. 
Kindness is a choice. Giving is a choice. Respect is a choice. Whatever 
choice you make makes you. Choose wisely." — Roy T. Bennett, The Light 
in the Heart 


Chapter 5: Almost getting into trouble 


It occurred to Gwen not long after she yelled at her cousin and his 
friends that perhaps she overreacted. 


Seeing the four of them looking through her belongings wasn't really 
the cause of her anger. It was annoying to have her stuff being looked 
through but her anger was actually directed onto the photo that Mike 
had been holding. That photo was the only one she had of her and 
the other Losers. It had been taking during the fourth of July. There 
was no other photo she owned that had all of them together...just 


that one. If the photo got lost or ruined in anyway...Gwen didn't even 
want to think about that. 


So, yeah, seeing her cousin holding that precious photo of hers 
caused that outburst. 


Except now that she was alone (cooling down) she felt instant regret 
for how she let her anger get that out of control. 


Not to mention it was beyond awkward when dinner time came. 


Her Aunt Karen ended up cooking a chicken dinner but Gwen 
couldn't enjoy it. Not with the way Mike kept warily glancing at her 
from across the table. Gwen didn't blame him though. If someone had 
yelled at her the same way she yelled at him she be on guard too. 


On the other hand her Aunt Karen, Nancy, and Holly seemed to enjoy 
dinner. Except not nearly as much as her Uncle Ted. From the way he 
chewed his food Gwen could tell he really enjoyed the meal. Good for 
her Aunt Karen, Gwen had thought. Whenever her mother made 
chicken her father always tried his best to act as if he loved the meal. 
Gwen knew better. Clearly she didn't get her acting skills from her 
father. 


Following the next morning, Gwen was surprised when she woke up 
fine. She hadn't woke up in the middle of the night screaming. She 
thought for sure she was going to but she didn't. Gwen knew better 
than to think her nightmares were over for good. Those haunting 
nightmares would return soon enough. 


Breakfast with the Wheelers was exactly how dinner had been the 
day before. Awkward when it came to Mike and pretty much alright 
with everyone else. Her Aunt Karen even remembered she wasn't a 
huge fan of waffles. A little fact that Gwen shared about herself 
during dinner. Her Aunt Karen was nice enough to make her 
pancakes and eggs. A kind gesture that Gwen appreciated. 


As breakfast progressed, Gwen witnessed how Mike was rather 
humorous when it came to mornings. At least towards Nancy...and 
that was something the older teen did not appreciate. However, 
Gwen would have taken humor instead of the cold shoulder she was 


getting from him. After breakfast was over everyone went their own 
ways. 


Now here she was exploring the town of Hawkins...again. Only this 
time she was alone. 


Gwen didn't mind being alone. She actually preferred it. 


She got the official tour yesterday thanks to Nancy. It was as much 
fun as it was informative. Nancy did invite her to hang out today 
again but Gwen politely declined. It wasn't like Gwen minded 
spending time with her cousin. Nancy was actually nice. And Gwen 
as of recently had been seriously lacking in the friend department. 
Especially when it came to friends who were girls. 


As Gwen had come to learn, Nancy differed from Beverly and 
Francine. 


Nancy was the complete opposite of Beverly. Gwen at the moment 
couldn't find any similarities between them. With Francine, however, 
the only thing Gwen could compare her to Nancy was that her blonde 
haired friend had girly tendencies (way more than Beverly) but she 
also had a tomboy side to her. Nancy, as Gwen noticed, didn't. Gwen 
was able to relate with Francine because of that tomboy side. Her 
cousin was all makeup products, dresses, and etc. Which wasn't a bad 
thing...Gwen just didn't feel close to her. Which sucked because she 
saw how hard Nancy was trying to include her into her life. 


She really didn't deserve her kindness. 


On a somewhat positive note, through Nancy, Gwen got to meet 
Barb. Barb was Nancy's best friend and from fist impressions, Barb 
seemed nice. Plus the color of her hair reminded Gwen of Beverly. 
The hair color reminder was bittersweet. 


Gwen's current movements halted when she saw the familiar store 
she had seen yesterday during her tour. It was the Melvald's General 
Store that was next to the RadioShack the town had. Gwen didn't get 
a chance to go inside yesterday and she was curious. 


Being inside the store now reminded Gwen of Keene's Pharmacy. 


Despite the store being bigger, the decor was pretty much the same. 
However, Gwen figured all town stores might as well look the same. 
In fact, they were so alike that Gwen didn't have difficulty finding the 
candy section. As she walked to the candy section, Gwen got a good 
view of who was inside the store. 


There were a few customers hanging around and two people working 
as cashiers. A man and a woman. Gwen though payed more attention 
to the woman. She had dark hair and looked to be in her late thirties 
or so. Way younger looking than her co-worker. Now the reason why 
Gwen's attention lingered on the woman was because of her hair. The 
woman had shoulder length hair. That was the hair length Gwen had 
been wanting for awhile now. 


Realizing she had been looking at the woman for too long, Gwen 
refocused her gaze. She looked at the various candies that were in 
display. It didn't take long for her to choose which one she wanted. 
She grabbed a chocolate bar and as discreetly as possible put it inside 
one of her back jean pockets. 


Gwen had every intention of paying for the candy but after stepping 
inside the store she was reminded of the time Beverly shoplifted from 
Keene's Pharmacy. A happy memory despite the action being 
considered a crime. Although Gwen had shoplifted before, she 
wanted to experience the same thrill she got when she did it herself. 
However, the thrill wasn't there. Maybe it was because Beverly wasn't 
there but it wasn't as fun as it was before. Not that shoplifting was 
supposed to be fun. It was just a fun memory she shared with 
Beverly. One that built their friendship. 


Disappointed that there wasn't any thrill (or a spark of nostalgia from 
the friendship she formed with Beverly), Gwen considered putting the 
candy back. Except...that didn't end happening. 


"You gonna pay for that?" 


It was a male's voice, and it was one Gwen had never heard before. 
Despite being startled, Gwen managed to keep a cool composure as 
she turned to face said male voice. Gwen's cool composure almost 
feel apart once she saw the man. 


He was fairly tall, had brown hair and dark blue eyes. Somewhat 
scruffy looking in Gwen's opinion. He also looked to be in his late 
thirties. However, none of that was what almost caused her 
composure to fall apart. The man was wearing a uniform. He was a 
cop. Actually, he was the Chief according to his badge and from the 
name tag that was also there his name was Hopper. 


Freakin' great, Gwen thought to herself. Outside she seemed fine but 
on the inside she was panicking. From just one look alone the man 
seemed to be the type that didn't take shit from people. Gwen had no 
idea how she hadn't noticed him before. Inwardly, Gwen was 
scolding herself. It felt like forever before she found her voice. 


"I already did." She flat out lied, managing to shrug her shoulders. 


"I was hoping you wouldn't lie." The man (or Hopper as his name tag 
read) sternly told her. "I know you didn't pay for that." 


Despite his serious appearance and her nervousness, Gwen kept her 
attitude. Adding to her cool, she scoffed. "What are you a stalker? 
Yikes." 


Hopper wasn't falling for her humor. "Young lady I should have you 
arrested." He told her as a way to frighten her into telling the truth, 
and apologize for stealing. Sure it was something simple as candy but 
it was still stealing. 


Gwen rose an eyebrow, uncaring. "For a chocolate bar? What can I 
say it's that time of the month and I had a craving. Do you want me 
to apologize for being a girl?" 


Hopper took a step back, thrown off by her remark. Who was this 
girl? From the first glance he got of her she put off this sort of 
innocent vibe. Sure her style could be taken in as tomboyish but her 
brown eyes and soft features told a different story. Now that he was 
interacting with her, Hopper knew she wasn't the type to be so 
innocent. Still he was confused as to how who girl looks so innocent 
can have an uncaring attitude. Clearly in this case looks can be 
deceiving. 


"What's your name?" Hopper asked after returning to his stern self. 


Gwen sighed but withheld the eye-roll she wanted to let out. Gwen 
honestly didn't have the highest opinion when it came to the 
authorities. Henry's father, Oscar "Butch" Bowers was the blame for 
that. Now Gwen knew not all cops were as awful and lowlifes as 
Henry's father had been, but at the moment she couldn't get passed 
her need to one up this Chief with attitude. 


So that's why she went with the name of:"Kate Bush." 


Gwen smiled as innocently as possible. She hoped that he would fall 
for her lie on account on how funny that would have been. However, 
she should have known the famous singer's name of Kate Bush would 
have been recognized. 


"Nice try." Hopper replied, bored. Clearly her answer did not amuse 
him. "Your real name." 


Gwen dropped the act just a bit. "Gwen Tozier." She admitted, dryly. 


The man narrowed his eyes. "You're not from around here." He knew 
from the moment he saw her that she wasn't a resident. Hopper had 
lived here for years and he just about knew everybody in Hawkins. 


"That obvious, huh?" Gwen retorted. 


Before he was able to answer a new voice jumped into their 
conversation. This one was female. 


"Is there a problem here?" 


When Gwen turned to said voice she became aware that it belonged 
to the woman that had been working at the cashier. The same woman 
Gwen had been staring at when she first came in. 


"Yes, Joyce, it appears that we have a shoplifter here." Hopper told 
her evenly. "By this Tozier kid." 


The woman, who Gwen now knew was named Joyce, turned her 
attention onto her. Gwen expected to see a look of anger on her face 
but instead her eyes were wide with surprise. "Tozier? Your first 
name wouldn't be Gwen would it?" She asked, completely ignoring 
the shoplifting part that was mentioned. 


Gwen stared at her with a muddled expression. "Uh, yeah. How do 
you know that?" Adding to her surprise, Joyce offered her a smile. 


"Your Aunt Karen is a friend of mine." Joyce shared with her. "She 
told me her niece would be coming into town to stay with her. I 
didn't know you were already here though." She paused before 
offering her a hand. "I'm Joyce Byers, it's nice to meet you Gwen." 


Gwen stared at her hand, blinking a few times. It was as if she had no 
idea what to do next. She couldn't remember the last time an adult 
(an adult who wasn't family) wanted to shake her hand. Nonetheless 
an adult who wasn't the least bit angry at the fact that she was 
caught shoplifting. 


"Oh...it's nice to meet you." Gwen said, accepting her hand. If this 
woman really was a friend of her aunt's then she could very much 
inform her of this situation. Gwen inwardly sighed. This day just kept 
getting better and better. Well, this is what happens when you try 
shoplifting. 


"Sorry to interrupt this little moment but this whole shoplifting thing 
hasn't been resolved." Hopper right away added once the handshake 
between the two of them was over. He didn't want either of them to 
lose track of what even started this whole encounter. 


Joyce looked at Gwen before she turned to face Hopper. "There was 
no shoplifting." She simply told him. 


Hopper frowned. "What do you mean?" 


"I mean, there was no shoplifting." Joyce repeated herself, sounding 
so sure. "I told her I'd pay for it. As a sort of welcome to Hawkins 
treat." 


This made Gwen look at her oddly. She was lying for her...but why? 
Hopper narrowed his eyes at Joyce. "Since when?" 


"Since now." Joyce answered, narrowing her eyes a bit. "Is that a 
problem?" 


Hopper let out a sigh. "Joyce, you really shouldn't..." 


"She just came into town." Joyce interrupted. She lowered her voice 
as she leaned in more towards him. "Cut her some slack, Hopper. It's 
just candy anyways." 


When Joyce leaned back she saw how Hopper looked rather 
reluctant. The pause that filled the air seemed really long when in 
reality it was less than ten seconds. To her relief and to Gwen's shock 
he ended up agreeing with Joyce. "Fine, but just this once." 


"Thank you.." Gwen rapidly said. It was pretty obvious that most of 
her thanks was being directed onto Joyce. 


Joyce didn't say anything. She just smiled at her once more and then 
left towards the cashier again. Not having the older woman around 
was Gwen's cue to leave. Just as she was about to leave though 
Hopper spoke up. The tone of voice was just as stern as when he had 
first spoke to her. 


"If I ever catch you stealing from here or anywhere else..." Hopper 
began saying. 


"You won't." Gwen added artfully. "Catch me stealing...that is." 


The way she said it made it seem as if she would be stealing and that 
didn't sit well with Hopper. He narrowed his dark blue eyes at her. 
"Just so you know, I'll be keeping a close eye on you." 


Gwen didn't let his staring get to her. She laughed lowly. "Like that's 
not creepy or anything." She said before her gaze landed on the pack 
of cigarettes that were peaking out of one of his uniform pockets. 
"Marlboros, huh? I hear Camels are better." She told him with a grin 
and then quickly she left the store. Gwen didn't at all see the annoyed 
expression that was on his face. 


With that interaction alone, Jim Hopper already knew that this Gwen 
Tozier girl was going to be a handful. 


Gwen decided she'd best head back to her aunt and uncle's place after 
almost getting intro trouble with the law. One run in with the 
authorities was enough for the day. She caught a break thanks to that 


Joyce lady and she wasn't about to push her luck. 


Before entering the house, Gwen had seen three bikes laid on the 
front lawn. That meant Mike's friends from yesterday must have been 
there. So, the chances of running into one them were high and that's 
exactly what ended up happening. 


Right when Gwen was about to open the fridge someone came into 
the kitchen. It was the much scrawny looking one from Mike's group 
of friends. Immediately once he saw her his brown eyes filled with 
what Gwen could describe as alarm. 


"Oh, sorry, I just wanted to grab a soda." He said in a rushed way. 
Clearly he was nervous from just being in the same room as here. Her 
outburst from yesterday really got to him to. 


"Here." Gwen handed him a soda can. 


"Thanks." He quietly said as he took the drink from her. He then 
stood there awkwardly, as if waiting for something. Or it could have 
been possible that he was just too afraid to move because of her. 


Gwen didn't like that possibility but it was a fair one. She realized 
had to apologize to all of them eventually. She figured she'd start 
now by apologizing to him. 


"Look about the last time I saw you..." Gwen started off saying. "I'm 
sorry for acting the way I did. I shouldn't have said that to you and 
the others." 


"No don't apologize." The boy quickly interjected much to Gwen's 
surprise. The alarm that had been there in his eyes was starting to 
disappear the more he spoke now. "We shouldn't have looked through 
your stuff. That was wrong and I feel terrible that it even happened 
in the first place." 


Gwen let out a relieved sigh. "Well, horrible first impressions 
aside...my name's Gwen as you already know, and you are?" 


The boy smiled. "Will Byers." 


"Byers?" Gwen looked at him with familiarity now. "Is your mom 


Joyce?" 
Will nodded his head. "Yeah...you met her?" 


"Yeah today when I went to the store." Gwen told him. "She's cool." 
She casually added. 


Will struggled with his reply. "Oh...yeah. I guess she is." 


He was surprised by what Gwen told him. Most of the time when 
people described his mom (and by people he meant his friends and 
even Jonathan) they'd say she was nice. However, Will couldn't 
remember the last time someone said that his mom was cool. He 
wondered just what kind of first interaction they had in order for the 
teen girl to think that way about his mom. From the looks of it he 
figured it must have been a good one. 


After his response, Gwen took a real good look at Will Byers. The 
longer she stared at him the more a feeling of recognition became too 
apparent to look pass. Now that she thought about it, Will actually 
reminded Gwen of Eddie. Just like how Barb reminded Gwen of 
Beverly. Will and Eddie had that fragile looking adorable thing going 
on. The similarities were nice as they were saddening. Gwen really 
did miss Eddie. Just as much as she missed the others. 


"I really like your music collection." Will suddenly said causing Gwen 
to falter in her thoughts. Not catching what he said, she looked at 
him, puzzled. Will became sheepish as he explained. "I noticed that 
you have a lot cassette tapes of bands that my older brother Jonathan 
and I like." 


Gwen's puzzled expression disappeared. A softer one replaced it. She 
wasn't bothered by the mention of the snooping now that he had 
apologized. "I'm a music lover. Preferably rock." 


"Me too." Will brightly told her. "My favorite band is The Clash. What 
about you?" 


Gwen whistled. "Gosh that's such a tough question. I love a lot of 
bands but if I had to pick one I'd say The Smiths." 


"I heard their single Hand in Glove. I liked it." Will said with further 


interest into the conversation. "What about your favorite singer?" 
Gwen answered that easily. "David Bowie." 

Will's eyes gleamed at her answer. "I love David Bowie." 

"Isn't he just amazing?" Gwen exclaimed. 


Will nodded his head. "He is. A lot of people don't seem to like his 
music or style but I do." 


"Dude, his music and style are amazing." Gwen said with excitement. 
"And that's coming from someone who doesn't even like fashion." She 
laughed causing Will to laugh along. "I think people who say he's 
weird are just jealous of how talented and beautiful he is." She said in 
a more earnest voice. "People usually put down what they don't 
classify as normal, but really what is normal?" Gwen often thought a 
lot about that ever since the events with IT. Nothing was normal to 
her anymore. 


Will didn't say anything just nodded his head. He was happy to hear 
her say this. The only other person he talked music with was 
Jonathan. He once talked about it with his dad but that didn't go so 
well. It just made Will glad that he was no longer living under the 
same roof. 


"Anyways, if you ever want to borrow one of my cassettes just ask." 
Gwen kindly told him. 


Will looked at her in disbelief. "Really?" 
Gwen nodded her head. "Yeah." 


Just as Will was about to respond Mike's voice filled the air by him 
calling out his name. Will looked up towards the ceiling before 
looking at Gwen again. He now had on a somewhat sheepish 
expression. 


"I should go." He started telling her. "We're playing Dungeons & 
Dragons in Mike's room." 


"You guys play that?" Gwen asked, intrigued. She never played the 


game but she had heard of it. Richie brought it up once or 
twice...though it was more out of a joking manner than actually 
wanting to play it. 


"Yeah, we're really into it. We usually play in the basement but..." 
Will awkwardly dragged the sentence. 


Gwen put two and two together. She let out a sigh. "I took the 
Dungeons & Dragons hangout spot from you guys. God, no wonder 
Mike's upset. Well that and because I went complete psycho." 


"You were just upset." Will quietly said. 


"Still..." Gwen softly said. "I'm gonna apologize to him and the others 
as well." 


"Dustin and Lucas." Will informed her of his friends names. 
Gwen nodded her head. "Dustin and Lucas." 


Mike's impatient voice filled the air again causing Will to finally start 
moving. "Well, I'm gonna go now." He smiled at her. "It was nice 
officially meeting you, Gwen." 


"It was nice officially meeting you too, Will." Gwen responded giving 
Will an honest smile. 


The smaller boy used his free hand to wave goodbye as he left the 
kitchen. When she was alone again Gwen was left with her thoughts. 
That brief talk with Will almost felt as if she had been talking to one 
of the Losers. 


Maybe she found someone she'd be able to connect with while in 
Hawkins. 


A/N: Can I just say how excited I am for season 3 of Stranger Things. 
Seriously...counting the days now. Anyways, as you can see Hopper and 
Gwen had quite the first run in xD Future interactions between them are 
gonna be fun to write. Not to mention Gwen is started to be more friendly 
with Will. Out of all of Mike's friends Will is the one Gwen is going to be 
the closest to. Hopefully the next chapter won't take as long considering 


Steve will finally be in it. 


6. Chapter 6: Hey, pretty boy 


Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things or IT. I only own my OC. 


A/N: I saw the movie Midsommar and it got me feeling all sad and 
slightly grossed out. It was good though. Just be warned it is more on the 
dark and disturbing side of things. But I am a huge sucker for those types 
of movies. I love horror. Anyways...life right now is also kind of greyish, 
so I felt like writing to get me in a better mood...which it kind of did. 
Enjoy this new chapter. 


ae she needed him to know she did not care. She was spirited, tenacious, 
and full of contempt for him." — Jamie Weise 


Chapter 6: Hey, pretty boy 
"No fuckin' way he looks exactly like me." 


"I'm telling you that he does." Gwen replied trying her best to not 
laugh. She missed hearing her brother's voice and even more so when 
it came to his cussing. It was oddly comforting hearing him speak in 
such way. Which he had been doing ever since she told him how he 
looked like their cousin Mike. 


Richie scoffed over the phone. "I'll believe it when I see it in person." 


Gwen rolled her eyes despite her younger brother not being able to 
see her. He of course did not believe her one bit. Which was more 
amusing than annoying. "Fine, but when you do I'll be there to say I 
told you so." 


"Whatever." Richie laughed again. His laughter faltered with the next 
question he asked. "So...how are you?" 


Gwen noticed how uncertain he sounded. It was almost as if asking 
that question was off limits or something. She could understand why 
that was. "Fine." She answered as nonchalantly as possible. There was 
a pause that had Gwen already knowing what was about to be asked 


next. And of course said question was asked. 
"How have you been sleeping?" 


Gwen let out a sigh. "The nightmares haven't arrived yet. My mind's 
just been all over the place since I got here. I'm sure they'll start soon 
enough." She downheartedly added the last part. 


"Maybe they've stopped for good." Richie was quick to reason. He 
sounded hopeful, more hopeful than herself. Though that wasn't 
saying much because nowadays anyone could sound more hopeful 
than her. 


Gwen scoffed. "Doubt it." 


"Well, I hope they don't return." Richie continued saying. "I hate that 
you're still thinking of...you know who." 


Yeah, Gwen did know who or rather what, Richie was talking about. 
IT. 


"Me too, Richie..." Gwen quietly replied. "Me too." She briefly touched 
her right shoulder. Even through the worn out band t-shirt she was 
wearing she could still feel the bite that IT left there. Despite the bite 
no longer being blood red, it still looked angry. The scar the bite left 
would forever be there. That's why she always did her best to hide it. 
Luckily hiding the scar wasn't an issue thanks to where it was. She'd 
really only have to worry about others seeing it when summer time 
came. Gwen though would figure something out. 


"You know Stan came to the house." Richie suddenly told her. That 
caused Gwen's eyes to widened. Right away she felt her heart beat go 
faster. A realistic like image of Stan popped into her mind but she 
was quick to shake it away. She couldn't let his soft brown eyes or his 
curly hair get to her. Still...she was curious. 


"What when?" 


"The day that you left." Richie confessed to her. "I guess he wanted to 
say goodbye but he didn't get here in time." 


Gwen lowered her gaze to the floor. To push away the tears that 
wanted to come out she payed attention to the floor. She saw just 
how clean the floor was. She had come to learn that her Aunt Karen 
liked keeping a tidy house. Much like her own mother. Speaking of 
mothers... 


"I tried telling him that I was leaving but his mom said he wasn't 
home at the time." Gwen admitted to Richie. She was proud at herself 
with how evenly she sounded despite feeling like an absolute crying 
mess on the inside. "I guess she told him too late." 


"I can give him this number." 


Even though he couldn't see her, Gwen shook her head. Whatever 
improvement she said with her emotions (when it came to missing 
Stan and all the Losers) began to fall apart. "No don't." 


There was a long sigh on the other end of the phone. "Gwen..." 
"Richie, please." Gwen pleaded. "Not now...later." 
"Okay...later." Richie reluctantly agreed. 


Gwen thanked Richie and then they continued to talk over the phone 
for another ten minutes before her Aunt Karen told her it was time 
for bed. As they talked though Gwen couldn't help but think of Stan. 
She told herself that when she spoke to the curly haired boy again 
that she'd be in a much better place emotionally. 


Mike Wheeler was asleep, quite peacefully. 


That was until he heard the bloodcurdling screams. He nearly fell out 
of his bed because of how sudden the screams were and because of 
how pain filled they sounded. He scrambled out of his bed only to 
meet up with Nancy in the already lit hallway. 


"What's going on?" Mike anxiously asked her. Nancy's hair wasn't its 
usual neat styled self. It was a bit messy but that was understandable 
given that she had been asleep and she didn't have a chance to 
properly comb her locks. If it wasn't for what was going on Mike 
would have made a comment about his sister's hair. Instead he 


waited for her answer to his question. 


He realized though that she didn't seem to have a verbal answer. She 
just looked towards the direction where the screams were coming 
from. Her eyes wide and bothered. Mike did the same as he followed 
her gaze. 


The basement. 
He frowned in concern. "Is that Gwen?" 


Nancy nodded her head, just as worried and even scared. This time 
she was able to find her voice. "Yeah, I think it is." 


The two siblings jumped a bit at the sound of a door opening. They 
relaxed though once they saw who opened the door. 


Karen appeared in the hallway with Ted slowly trailing behind her. 
The older woman saw her children standing in the hallway. She 
spared them a look. "It's nothing." She walked passed them. "You kids 
just go back to your rooms." She said nothing else as she hurriedly 
made her way down the stairs. Mike and Nancy already knew she 
heading to the basement. What she said stuck with Mike. 


"She's kidding, right?" A look of disbelief set on Mike's face as he 
looked at his older sister. "It sounds like she's being murdered." 


"Mom said it was nothing, so that means everything's okay." Nancy 
tried her best to sound as calm as possible but even she couldn't stop 
the slight tremor in her voice. It was like she was trying to convince 
herself more than her younger brother. 


Mike shook his head at Nancy before looking at his father, as if for 
backup. He really should have known better. "Dad, aren't you the 
least bit curious?" 


"There's nothing to be curious about, Michael." Ted tiredly told his 
son. Mike scrunched up his face in annoyance at hearing him use his 
full name. "Your Aunt Maggie told us about this over the phone. Your 
cousin suffers through night terrors. This was something we were 
expecting to happen. As you can see, your mother has it under 
control." He let out a yawn as he walked back to room. "Now go to 


bed." That was the last thing he said before he closed the bedroom 
door behind him. 


"Just leave it to mom. She has it handled." Nancy quietly said. She 
still sounded as unsure and distressed as before. Despite that she 
found herself walking back inside her bedroom. 


Mike looked towards the basement. By now the screaming had 
stopped and Mike could only assume that his mom managed to calm 
Gwen down. Even though there was no screaming anymore the 
unsettled tension lingered in the air. Never had he considered his 
basement to be eerie until now. It wasn't until he was in bed again 
that he really thought through everything he had heard. He could 
have sworn he heard Gwen say something about yellow eyes through 
her screaming. But really with all the screaming maybe he just 
misunderstood her. Anyways, why would she say that? 


When Mike was able to close his eyes again another thought roamed 
his head. 


What caused Gwen to scream in a panic like that? 


Gwen felt like shit. 
Absolute shit. 


However, she was expecting to feel that way with the awful night she 
had. Just as she predicated the nightmares came back...and they 
came back with a fiery vengeance. 


If she were a normal girl who hadn't gone through the trauma she 
had, Gwen would probably boast about how it was a new day and 
what not. But she wasn't that girl. She had seen and experienced 
awful things no girl her age (or anyone her age) should. The only 
thing she could be glad about was that she was able to get four hours 
of sleep. And that was only after her Aunt Karen had been able to 
calm her down from her nightly screaming. 


Gwen thought for sure she was going to have to come up with some 
type of excuse to say to her aunt. Except much to her relief her Aunt 


Karen told her that her mother made her aware about 
her...nightmares. So the awkwardness wasn't as bad as Gwen thought 
it was going to be. Her aunt did offer to stay with her, just until she 
fell asleep. However, Gwen refused. 


Gwen never asked her mom to stay, therefore she wasn't about to ask 
her aunt. Besides, she wouldn't have been able to offer her real 
comfort. Not in the way Richie had when he soothed her fright away. 
There was a reason for that though. Richie had experienced IT too. 
Her Aunt Karen hadn't. No one in the town of Hawkins had. They 
weren't even aware that an evil entity like IT existed. The only 
comfort Gwen had now was herself...and that of course wasn't 
enough. 


Gwen did end up apologizing to her aunt for waking her up. Her 
Aunt Karen said it was no worries before she went back to her room. 
As Gwen had watched her aunt walk away, she already knew that 
wouldn't be the last time she'd apologize to her. Not when it came to 
her nightmares. 


Now before Gwen left the Wheeler residence that day, she heard 
Mike and his friends go upstairs. She knew they were going to 
bedroom for one reason alone. They were going to play Dungeons & 
Dragons. So because of that Gwen also knew they wouldn't be leaving 
anytime soon. As she'd come to find out from the last time they were 
here, there wasn't a time limit to Dungeons & Dragons. Well, there sort 
of was. Mike's mom still called the shots. But it was still fairly early 
for the game to come to an end. 


Gwen figured now would be a good time to apologize to them. She 
already apologized to Will but she still needed to make amends with 
her cousin and his other friends. Dustin and Lucas. 


And she had an idea with how exactly she would make things right. 


Instead of taking her business to Melvald's General Store, Gwen went 
to Fair Mart. 


There wouldn't be any shoplifting...this time. 


Paying for snacks wouldn't be an issue. She had some money saved 


up that she brought with her from home. Even after spending a 
portion of that money, she wouldn't be completely broke. She would 
have the weekly allowance her parents' were going to send her. It 
wouldn't be a whole a lot but just enough in case she needed to buy 
personal items here and there. 


Fair Mart ended up being like any liquor store she'd seen. Once inside 
she did her shopping. Gwen settled for three different bags of chips 
(the party size), various candies (which included chocolate bars, 
liquorice, gummies, and etc), and of course the drinks. Which was 
just a total of five cokes. Enough for all of them. After paying for all 
the snacks, Gwen had a good look at the various packs of smokes the 
store had. Immediately she wanted to grab a pack and bounce. It 
would have been so easy. The cashier at the moment was reading the 
newspaper. 


It would have been so easy... 


But alas, Gwen did not do so. She had been doing good on not 
shoplifting that she didn't want to ruin her clean streak. At least not 
for today. She was running low on smokes though. One of these days, 
Gwen would come back and be discreet. 


When Gwen walked out of the store she saw three teens hanging out 
near a parked car. She didn't think nor care much about their 
presence. That was until one of called out to her. Well, she assumed 
it was for considering there was no one else outside at the time. 


With the two bags that had the snacks she purchased, Gwen turned 
around to face the three teens. Now that she was looking right at 
them, Gwen took them in. The girl of the group had light brown 
auburn hair and it was stylized in loose curls. It was the type of hair 
style Gwen's mother would have liked her to have. The boy that was 
standing the closet to the girl had darker hair and freckles. He also 
had on an annoying smile that made Gwen want to throw a boy at 
him. 


Then there was the last boy. What Gwen noticed about him right way 
was his hair. It was a nice warm brown and it looked really fluffy. 
From just appearances alone, Gwen for sure though that the boy must 
have really valued his hair. It sure looked like he put a lot of care 


into it. A lot more than how much she put into her own hair. 


Once her attention was on them, Gwen waited for them to say 
something. She grew impatient when the girl and the guy with 
freckles just seemed to be smiling at her. They weren't nice smiles 
though. The other boy just stared between her and his friends, as if 
waiting for something. 


This just added to Gwen's impatience. Not only was she growing 
impatient but she was thoroughly muddled. Gwen didn't know these 
people. They had no real reason to stop her. She didn't glare or give 
them a stare down as one would say. Yet as she was about to find 
out, just because she had been minding her own business didn't mean 
she was spared from getting bullied. 


"Nice jacket." The girl spoke. She laughed through her gum chewing. 
"Where'd you get it? Goodwill." 


Gwen heard the boy with the freckles laugh, but saw how the other 
boy stayed silent. It seemed as if he were mentally taking in his 
friend's words and keeping his reaction to himself. Gwen thoroughly 
scrutinized the girl. She was pretty but from that sentence alone, 
Gwen could tell she wasn't nice. She was a bitch. The smile she had 
reminded her of Greta's. It was just as mocking. Her smile along with 
what she just said made Gwen feel anger. The grip on her bags 
tightened. 


Nobody dissed her green military jacket. Nobody was going to shit on 
Victor Criss' memory. Especially not this bumble gum chewing bitch. 
Just as she was about to verbally teach this girl a lesson Tozier style, 
the boy with the fluffy hair spoke. 


"Come on, Carol. Leave her alone." Gwen's gaze somewhat softened as 
she looked at him. For a moment there, Gwen actually thought he 
was defending her...and then he continued to run his mouth. "Just 
because she has shit fashion sense doesn't mean you can shit on her 
too." 


Gwen gave the guy a look of disbelief. Did he really just say that? 
Maybe in his delusional mind he thought what he was saying was 
nice but to her it sounded like a complete insult. Her opinions on the 


guy now all led to the very same conclusion. 
He was an ass...and she didn't like people who were asses. 


"Hey, pretty boy." Gwen said as sweetly as possible. That caught the 
guy's attention and once he was looking her way she stuck out one of 
her middle fingers. "Shit on this." The sweet tone of voice she had 
was now replaced with harshness. Gwen let out a grin when she saw 
how appalled the guy looked. Even more so then the girl named 
Carol. They all looked to be frozen in place. Gwen rolled her eyes 
before she continued walking. Whoever that guy was, besides being 
an ass, Gwen also thought he was an idiot. Along with his friends. 


As Gwen walked away, Tommy H. finally broke the silence between 
the three of them. He was laughing, and his amusement was aimed 
towards one person only. "I think she likes you, Harrington." 


"Whatever, man." Steve grumbled, still staring at her retreating 
figure. "That girl's weird." 


Gwen stared at Mike's closed bedroom door. She had been facing said 
bedroom door for close to five minutes now. She couldn't work up the 
nerve to knock on the damn bedroom door. Dare she say she 
was...nervous. The Tozier girl could hear laughter and animated 
chattering from inside. That told her the game was going well...and if 
she were going to make her presence known she'd rather it be when 
they weren't in a bad mood because of the game. 


With a heavy sigh, and with one of the bags in her hands, Gwen 
carefully knocked on the bedroom door. Mike's reply was instant, and 
he sounded rushed, along with somewhat annoyed. 


"Mom we're busy right now." 


"Uh...it's not your mom." Gwen sheepishly called out. "It's me...Gwen." 
There was then complete silence from inside the bedroom. No 
laughter or chatter from before could be heard. Gwen pushed away 
her nerves. 


"Can I come in?" She asked, as politely as possible. "I brought snacks." 


She thought the awkward silence was going to linger but much to her 
relief there was a response. 


"I guess." 


Gwen right away was able to pick on the chary tone of voice her 
cousin had. Once again she couldn't blame him for sounding that 
way. Hopefully the heedful way he viewed her would change, as well 
as Lucas and Dustin's. She opened the room door and stepped inside 
Mike's bedroom. The Tozier girl made sure to close the door behind 
her before she faced forward. 


Mike and his friends were sitting around a small table. Gwen saw the 
Dungeons & Dragons game set up that had their undivided attention. 
Well, until she came in. The four boys were now staring at her, 
puzzled and cautious. Except for Will. He didn't look at her with any 
trepidation or puzzlement. He instead offered her a friendly smile, as 
if he happy to see her. It was that friendly smile that made Gwen's 
remaining nerves vanish. 


At least he wasn't bothered to see her. 
Gwen made sure to give him a nod before she spoke. 


"So...1 brought snacks." Gwen repeated herself, lifting the two bags 
she brought. "I also brought sodas...but I left them in the fridge 
downstairs." She added that last part rather rapidly. She thought she 
would have to repeat herself again but it seemed the boys were more 
interested with the bags she carried. Even with the wary looks they 
still had. The boy who was wearing the baseball cap looked 
especially interested with what she brought. He was the one who 
ended up speaking first in the group of friends. 


"Is there chocolate?" 


Gwen heard his lisp. She also saw how he was missing his front top 
teeth. Gwen had never met anyone his age who didn't have their 
front top teeth. She had a feeling the kid probably got picked on 
because of that. Kids could be giant jerks when they wanted and 
picked on those who were different in the slightest way. She, 
however, was never one for that. Gwen thought he actually looked 


adorable without his front teeth. The look suited him. Especially with 
the brown curls he had. They were more wild than Stan's own curls. 


Realizing that her mind was wandering towards her emotions for a 
certain bird lover, Gwen mentally shook her head. She focused more 
on responding to the boy's question. 


"Actually there is." Gwen reached into the bag. "Three Musketeers Bar." 
She said as she playfully twirled said candy in her hand. 


The boy's response was instant. "Okay." 


"Dustin." Mike exclaimed as if he had been betrayed. Which to him it 
sure felt he had. Gwen though was confused by this. After all he had 
told her to come in. Well, his exact words were 'I guess’...but still, 
why sound as if accepting the snacks she brought were a bad thing? 


"What?" Dustin shrugged his shoulders. "I like chocolate and I'm not 
passing up on a free Three Musketeers Bar." 


"What else do you have in there?" The other boy that sitting between 
Mike and Will asked. He had darker skin and darker brown hair. 
Despite sounding curious, Gwen was still able to tell how guarded he 
was. 


Since Mike had called out Dustin as the name for the boy with the 
lisp, Gwen right away knew the remaining boy was Lucas. Gwen 
walked closer to the table and then passed him both of the bags. 
"Have a look." 


Lucas looked between two bags and her...as if contemplating 
reaching out. It didn't take long before he finally accepted both of the 
bags. Gwen could practically see the wall of unsure he had built 
begin to crumble, much to her delight. Lucas looked through one of 
the bags and had passed the other to Will. It was Will who found the 
Three Musketeers Bar and then passed it to Dustin. 


While this happening, Mike remained quiet. He looked at his friends 
before looking at Gwen. From the stare he was giving her it was as if 
he were trying to figure her out. Maybe he thought she was about to 
lash out...like last time. Well, she wasn't. Gwen looked around the 


room, hoping to find a chair or something she could sit on. When she 
couldn't she just decided to sit on the floor. The table they were 
sitting around was small and pretty low. Sitting on the floor wouldn't 
make that much of her difference thanks to her height. 


She took a seat closer to Dustin. The boy right away saw this and 
began giving her looks of confusion, especially Mike. Gwen cleared 
her throat. 


"I actually came here for a reason..." She began saying. From the 
corner of her eye she saw a Will get a look of realization. "Other than 
giving her guys the snacks. I want to apologize for how I was last 
time." Her voice was now taking a softer, genuine, approach. "I am 
sorry for what I said. It's just I saw you guys with my photo..." There 
was a slight waver before she was able to compose herself. "And I lost 
it. I really shouldn't have. I've already apologized to Will but I wanted 
to apologize to you guys as well." She looked at all of them, her gaze 
lingering on her cousin. "I am sorry. I hope you can forgive me." 


Dustin took a bite out of the chocolate bar. He swallowed the piece 
he had before releasing a grin. "I forgive you." 


"Yeah, me too." Lucas told her. By now he was already snacking on a 
bag of Doritos. A bag he was sharing with Will. Mike had declined the 
snack when the bag was passed his way. That made Gwen's stomach 
drop a little when she saw how Mike wasn't eating any of the snacks 
she had brought. 


"Mike?" Gwen called out. 


He blinked once...twice...and then spoke. "Yeah...I accept your 
apology." Mike muttered. He then let out a sigh. "I'm...I'm sorry too. 
We shouldn't have gone through your things." 


The apology on his end sounded forced. Not necessarily genuine but 
Gwen wasn't about to ask him to repeat himself. The fact that he 
even said sorry at all was enough for her. She nodded her head. 


"It's okay. You guys are just curious, right? I'm new and a relative of 
Mike's. So...to make things easier how about you guys get to know 
me." She told the boys with a small smile. She tried to look as 


friendly as possible. "Ask me anything about me and I'll answer." 
Mike rose an eyebrow. "Anything?" 
"Yup, anything." 


"What's with all your pills?" Mike suddenly asked. His friends looked 
at him as if he grew a second head. Mike just shrugged off theirs 
stares. "What? Like you're not all wondering." He wanted to know 
they had anything to do with her night terrors. Although if she were 
taking medication for her night terrors they weren't doing such a 
good job. Not according to what he and his family heard last night. 
Mike was still surprised how Holly did wake up crying because of 
Gwen's screams. 


Gwen remained cool. Perhaps she shouldn't have said anything but 
what's done is done. "I have ADHD." She admitted, even toned. She 
wasn't about to lie to them, and it wasn't as if she was ashamed of her 
ADHD. At least Mike hadn't asked her about her nightmares. If he 
had she would have lied. It wasn't as if she could tell him and his 
friends about IT. They wouldn't have believed her and they would 
surely think she was crazy. 


"I've heard of that." Dustin eagerly jumped in. 


"Wasn't there a kid in our class third grade class that had ADHD?" 
Lucas asked, getting more into the conversation. 


This time it was Will who spoke. He nodded his head. "Yeah. Harold 
Barnes." 


"Whatever happened to him?" 
"He moved." 


Gwen felt relief that the boys were already having a conversion. They 
were somewhat informed on what ADHD was. 


"And what about the other one?" Mike continued his questioning. 
"Unless they're both for your ADHD." 


Just when she thought she was getting any easy pass. "The other ones 


are my happy pills." Gwen smiled tightly, forced. She didn't right 
away say it was for her depression. Not because she was ashamed but 
because she felt weird for even saying the word depression to them. 
Gwen had said it to the Losers but that was different. She had a bond 
with the Losers that allowed her to open up to them. She was just 
starting to get to know Mike and the others. 


Mike furrowed his eyebrows. "Happy pills?" He didn't seem to get 
what she was trying to imply. 


"I get sad." Gwen said almost sounding bored. 


"Everybody gets sad. I mean, it's normal for people to get sad." Mike 
didn't mean to sound rude. He was just puzzled. Up to this point he 
had never met anyone that needed pills because they were sad. At 
least he hadn't met anyone who admitted to needing pills for their 
sadness. This was new territory for him. 


"Mike." Will whispered to him. It was clear he was telling him to drop 
it. 


"I just need them, okay?" Gwen didn't think she needed to defend 
herself with needing medication for her depression. She had to 
reminded herself that Mike was just a kid. Kids didn't always 
understand just how difficult it was dealing with their emotions. She 
had been lucky when it came to Richie and the other Losers. They 
had been understanding from the start. 


Mike looked at his cousin, somewhat sheepish. He decided to end his 
questioning...for now. "Alright." 


"So who else have you met?" Will asked, moving the conversation 
along. 


Gwen made a thoughtful face. "Uh...Nancy introduced me to her 
friend Barb. You guys. Will's mom, Joyce." She answered, purposely 
not mentioning that she met the Chief of police, Hopper...for obvious 
reasons. She didn't want to take the chance on Mike telling his 
parents. She then snapped her fingers, adding the last part. "And 
some jerk kids around my age. Maybe a year older. That was today 
though." 


"Jerk kids? Who?" Will asked her. Her saying that right away made 
him think of Troy. He often picked on him and his friends at school. 
From what she described it wasn't Troy who Gwen was talking about. 
He wondered who it was then. 


Gwen shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know. I didn't ask for their 
names." 


"What did they look like?" Lucas asked this time. 


"Well, it was two guys and a girl. The girl had brown auburn hair and 
one of the guys had darker hair and freckles. And the other one..." 
She trailed, thoughtful. "Brown eyes and chocolate brown hair, which 
looked fluffy." 


"Fluffy hair?" Dustin repeated. He made eye contact with all his 
friends, and they all had knowing looks. 


"You met Steve Harrington." Lucas grumbled. 


Gwen scoffed. "That's his name?" She said his name in her head and 
she rolled her eyes at how pretentious it sounded. 


"Yeah, and somebody's older sister is dating him." Lucas elbowed 
Mike as he started making kissing noises. 


Mike rolled his eyes. "Whatever." He said, pushing Lucas' elbow 
away. 


"Wait, that's Nancy's boyfriend?" Gwen was shocked. She didn't even 
know her cousin had a boyfriend. Then again, why would Nancy tell 
her if she did? That really wasn't any of her business. But to know she 
had flipped off the boy her cousin was seeing made her want to laugh 
and shake her head for her behavior towards him. 


"I think she's starting to get to know him but I bet they've exchanged 
spit already." Dustin blurted out. The rest of the boys groaned in 
disgust. Even Gwen's expression matched theirs. 


"Dude!" Mike exclaimed. 


Dustin shrugged his shoulders. "What? It's probably true." 


"I don't wanna talk about this." Mike huffed out. Talking about his 
older sister's romantic life was just wrong. Not to mention gross. 
"Anyways, can we get back to the game now?" 


Gwen looked at the board game and then at the four of them. "You 
guys can play Dungeons & Dragons in the basement. I don't mind. It 
was your guys official hangout spot before I took over." 


The boys were once again quiet, staring at one another. 


"We don't want to disturb you in your girly environment." Dustin said 
without really thinking. 


Gwen gave him a narrowed look. "Do I look like the type of girl that 
cares about any of that shit?" 


"No, not at all." Dustin immediately replied. He sounded scared but 
also somewhat impressed. "In fact, you look like the type of girl who 
wouldn't care if they broke a nail." 


"I wouldn't care if I broke a damn finger." Gwen said and then 
whispered. "I've had far worse." See saw the curious look the boys got 
and quickly went in to move the conversation. "Anyways, I don't 
mind if you guys play in there...really." 


Dustin, Lucas, and Will seemed happy. Mike kept staring at Gwen, 
unconvinced. 


"Even if the game takes hours." Mike said as if giving her a challenge. 


Gwen knew what he was trying to do. He was trying to get her to 
change her mind but that wasn't about to happen. She nodded her 
head. 


"Even if it game takes hours and you have to do an all nighter." Gwen 
knew that wasn't going to happen but she just said it to make things 
more lighthearted. 


"That won't happen." Lucas replied, somewhat disappointed. "Mike's 
mom always stops us from doing that." 


"Time limit isn't an issue is what I am trying to say." Gwen said to all 


of them. 


Mike could see that his friends wanted to accept her request but they 
were waiting for what he had to say. The Wheeler boy knew that 
saying no would just upset his friends. So he relented. "Fine...but you 
don't get to play." 


"Mike..." Will started saying. 


"No, it's fine." Gwen reassured. She tried playing it off as if that hadn't 
bothered her. "I wouldn't want to interrupt the system you guys have 
going on. Besides, I wouldn't know how to play anyways." 


"You can watch." Will suggested. "See how we do things." 
Dustin nodded his head. "Yeah, totally." 


"That probably would be the fastest way to learn." Lucas added, 
seemingly on board with Gwen being near them. 


Mike, however, wasn't. "Fine you can observe but don't ask a bunch 
of questions. We don't need interruptions." 


"Mum's the word." Gwen commented with a smile. She then 
pretended to zip her lips and throw away the key. 


Mike just hoped that she kept her word. 


Gwen though had a habit of talking, and that was something Mike 
was going to learn. 


A/N: I watched season 3 of Stranger Things and WOW. It was definitely 
worth the wait. I have to say that with the way it ended I think it's a 
perfect end for Gwen's journey in Hawkins. Don't despair we still have 
season 1 and season 2 to go through before season 3. I still have to build 
Gwen's relationships/friendships with the residents in Hawkins. I really 
hoped you guys liked this chapter, writing that Steve scenes with his 
friends from season 1 was interesting. As we all know Steve was an ass in 
season 1. Gwen's going to think that at first but we all know Steve's 
character develops as the show goes on and that's how Gwen's feelings for 
Steve will be as well. 


7. Chapter 7: A new school 


Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things or IT. I only own my OC. 


"She didn't understand how other people did it, how they just strolled right 
up to strangers and started conversations - how they made themselves into 
people strangers would ever want to meet. She wasn't shy, not exactly. She 
was afraid."— Katie Cotugno, Top Ten 


Chapter 7: A new school 


Gwen had to admit to herself that the last few days had been rather 
good. Well, excluding her nightmares. Those still occurred. 
Thankfully her aunt and uncle didn't make such a big deal out of the 
nightly screams. Surprisingly neither did her cousins. Except Gwen 
did notice the lingering looks they would give her when she came up 
for breakfast. Mike out of all Wheeler family members stared at her 
the longest. His stare was one of curiosity and dare she say...concern? 
She couldn't fully tell because although he looked exactly like Richie, 
Gwen wasn't able to read him as easily. Besides, it wasn't like Mike 
ever actually asked how she was feeling after being awoken by her 
screaming. 


The Tozier girl figured he was either minding his own business, or he 
simply didn't care enough to ask. She liked to think it was because of 
the first option. During the last few days, Gwen had spent a lot of 
time with Mike. Well, not only with Mike, but with him and his 
friends. Though that only happened when they played Dungeons & 
Dragons. The group of friends were now playing the game in the 
basement again. Just as Gwen told them she wouldn't mind them 
playing in there. 


The fifteen year old knew that Mike was not a huge fan of her. He 
made that very clear the first two days when she stuck around to 
watch them play Dungeons & Dragons. His dislike towards her didn't 
surprise her. Gwen could even say that she knew Mike didn't like her 
from the moment they met. 


Even after apologizing for her outburst, his aversion towards her 
didn't change. Not really. Which was fine. Gwen was able to handle 
not being liked. A lot of people didn't like her back in Derry. Of 
course none of those people were family members. So of course it 
stung to have someone from her family not like her. She was human 
after all. However, Gwen wasn't going to let that get to her. She also 
wasn't going to make Mike like her. If his feelings changed towards 
how he felt about her it would be from his own free will. 


It did make Gwen feel somewhat better that Mike no longer glared at 
her whenever she asked questions about Dungeons & Dragons when 
she didn't understand something. Which in the beginning she had 
trouble understanding things. So questions were asked constantly. 
Although the boys didn't have a problem with her inquisitive nature. 
Well minus Mike since Gwen was able to pick up on the fact that her 
younger cousin didn't like how much of a chatter box she was. At first 
the Tozier girl was going to keep her mouth shut. She did after all tell 
him, "Mum's the word." 


Then Gwen at the last second thought about it, like really thought 
about it and decided...screw that. And away with talking she went. 


True her rambling wasn't helping with how Mike viewed her but she 
wasn't going to change her personality to fit his. Sure sometimes with 
people that was needed but that wasn't what needed to happen 
between them. Now perhaps it was because his friends were growing 
fond of her the more time she spent with them, or maybe Mike just 
got used to her consistent talking, but he no longer gave her the 
‘death stare' when she spoke during Dungeons and Dragons. 


That was an improvement. Also, her being allowed to sit next to Mike 
without him complaining while he and the others played was another 
good sign. Now if only she got to play then she would have known 
for sure that she was on her cousin's good side. However, Gwen 
wasn't about to ask. If that ever were to happen she knew Mike had 
to be the one to ask. 


Now aside from hanging with the boys, Gwen spent time either by 
herself listening to music, and writing in her song notebook. She also 
did some town exploring. Well, if you can even call it that. By town 
exploring Gwen meant she usually went to the local town stores. 


Gwen was usually greeted by Joyce, Will's mother, when she went 
into Melvald's General Store. Unfortunately, going there also meant 
having a high chance of running into Hopper. Not all the times, but 
weirdly enough the Chief of Police was always there whenever she 
was close to taking something. That didn't really bother Gwen, 
though. As it turned out, she no longer participated in shoplifting...in 
that store, anyways. 


No, Gwen now did her shoplifting at Fair Mart whenever she could. It 
wasn't like she took a lot of things. Just a couple of candy bars...and a 
packet of cigarettes whenever she could. She needed her cigarettes. 
At first she wasn't sure that was a good place to do all that. She did 
after all encounter Steve (as she remembered his name) and his 
friends there. However, ever since that first encounter Gwen hadn't 
seen them. Thankfully. Hawkins was a small town though, and she 
knew she'd eventually see them again. Besides, according to what 
Mike and his friends told her, Steve was dating Nancy. So not running 
into him was impossible. 


Speaking of Nancy... 


Gwen even tried hanging out with her dear cousin. Tried being the 
operative word. Gwen tried being as friendly and open as Nancy was 
with her cheerfulness. Except that was a challenge considering Gwen 
wasn't the cheerful type. Not anymore. Then there was the sad truth 
that the cousins didn't have much in common. At least they were civil 
with one another. Their relationship was better than the one Gwen 
had with her cousin Mike. 


Now the last time Gwen had hung out with Nancy, her Aunt Karen 
had been there with them. Her Aunt Karen had taken her and Nancy 
out for shopping. At the beginning Gwen was dreading going 
shopping. Past experiences with her mother were the reason for that. 
Whenever she had gone shopping with her mother, she always made 
Gwen feel insecure. The Tozier girl knew that her mother wasn't 
doing that on purpose, but she just had a way (call a skill) with 
making Gwen view herself in a negative way because of what she 
liked. 


Surprisingly though going shopping with her aunt and cousin wasn't 
that bad. Her aunt hadn't been as openly judgmental as her mother, 


nor did she make faces with the clothing Gwen picked out for herself. 
It was obvious that her Aunt Karen didn't agree with her style but she 
didn't openly insult her choices the way her mother would have. 


Nancy even complimented Gwen on a few of the clothing items she 
picked. Gwen's insecurities were trying to win over at the beginning, 
but before they could she was able to convince herself that both her 
aunt and cousin were being genuine with her. Her Aunt Karen, who 
although let her pick what she wanted, did show her a dress that she 
thought would look good on Gwen. 


The dress was simple. It was grey and it went pass the knees. It was 
also long sleeve too. Gwen didn't see the dress as being too girly, 
even despite it being a dress. She supposed a better way to explain it 
would be that the dress her was not at all like the one she wore on 
the last day of her freshman year. The dress her aunt picked out was 
way more simple, casual. Her aunt ended up buying the dress for her, 
and Gwen although not being a dress person, found herself liking the 
dress. She mainly liked how the dress covered her up. 


So, yeah...the last few days (for the most part) had been good. 
However, that sense of peace was coming to an end. 


Gwen knew that the whole relaxing at her aunt's and uncle's house 
(which basically meant hiding from the outside world) would have to 
come to an end. She'd have to start high school in Hawkins 
eventually. Later would have been preferable but that really wasn't 
an option. She couldn't hide forever. No matter how much she 
wanted to. 


Now here she was dressed and ready to attend her first day at 
Hawkins High. 


Gwen at first was just going to wear what she usually wore on a daily 
basis. A band t-shirt, jeans, her green military jacket, and Converse. 
Except the evening before during dinner, her Aunt Karen had went on 
and on and how lovely she would have looked if she wore the dress 
she bought her. Gwen and Nancy seemed to be the only ones 
listening to her. Her Uncle Ted had been more focused on meatloaf 
that was on his plate, Mike had been obviously tuning all of them 
out, and Holly...well, Holly just played with her food as any 


youngling would. 


Due to how excited her aunt sounded, Gwen decided to wear the 
dress she had bought for her. If it had been her mother, Gwen would 
have decided to wear the dress too. The only difference being that if 
it had been her mother, Gwen would have worn the dress as a way to 
stop her passive aggressiveness towards her. Except that wasn't the 
reason why she decided on wearing the dress her aunt got her. Gwen 
decided to wear the dress because she knew how much it would have 
made her aunt happy and because...Gwen didn't actually mind the 
dress. 


It was long enough to cover her, and it wasn't red. That to Gwen 
made the dress go on her list of, T don't mind wearing this every now 
and then.' And although she was wearing a dress to school, Gwen still 
managed to pull it off as casual. For shoe wear she had on a pair of 
old black Converse, and over the dress she wore her green military 
jacket. She didn't care that her jacket and shoes didn't go with the 
dress. Gwen wasn't about to wear flats for shoe wear, and there was 
no way Gwen wasn't going to wear the jacket that reminded her of 
Victor Criss. 


Gwen felt the jacket gave her extra confidence...and since she was 
starting school again, Gwen was going to need that extra confidence 
today. 


When she went upstairs and walked into the kitchen (backpack in 
hand), Gwen immediately frowned when she saw the look Mike was 
giving her. He was sitting next to Nancy at the kitchen table. Her 
Uncle Ted was there but his eyes were on the newspaper he was 
reading. Gwen noticed that her Aunt Karen wasn't in there and she 
assumed she was with baby Holly. 


Mike snickered. "Nice dress." 


Gwen's reply was instant and she said it without hesitating in the 
slightest. "Nice face." In retrospect she should have thought of a 
better comeback. Really the dis wasn't a good one. Not to mention in 
a way dissing Mike was like dissing her brother Richie. However, 
Gwen at the moment thought it had been a good enough comeback 
for Mike. 


Mike's face fell and from besides him Nancy let out a low giggle. Her 
Uncle Ted just turned the next page of the newspaper he was reading, 
totally oblivious. Gwen took a seat across from her cousins. She saw 
how Mike was trying to compose himself, ready to say something to 
her. Before he could say anything else to her though, her Aunt Karen 
walked in with Holly in her arms. 


"Oh, Gwen you look so pretty." Her aunt told her as she set Holly in 
her seat that was next to Gwen. Holly let out a toothy smile when she 
saw Gwen, and Gwen being the awkward person that she was just let 
out a low cough. She still had to get used to Holly's excitement 
towards her. 


Remembering that her aunt had payed her a compliment, Gwen 
managed to give her a small smile. "Thank you." 


"You really do, Gwen." Nancy brightly said to her. 


Gwen took a better look at her cousin, and immediately wanted to 
tell her that was she wrong. That she didn't look pretty...not when 
comparing the two of them. Nancy was bit more dressed up than 
Gwen. Her hair was slightly curled. Gwen didn't even style her own 
hair, it was just in its natural state of waviness. She wasn't even 
wearing makeup. Nancy had on makeup but not a lot like most girls 
their age would wear. She had the right amount on. 


For her outfit, Nancy was wearing pretty pink blouse with a white 
cardigan over it. Although she was sitting down, Gwen had no doubt 
that Nancy was wearing a long skirt and some fancy type of shoes. 
Really Nancy's outfit didn't surprise Gwen. That was just the type of 
girl Nancy was...the type that liked to dress up. The type that had the 
right womanly look to show off. Which wasn't a bad thing. It just 
made Gwen remember again how she'd never be as pretty as her. She 
wasn't built the same way in both personality and looks. 


Nancy was like a delicate dandelion, while she was like a plain 
cactus. Nobody ever thought cactuses were pretty. She sure didn't. 


Gwen pulled on her jacket, hoping that would make her feel better. It 
did, but just a little. She ended up nodding her head at her Nancy, 
unable to find her voice. They all then ate their breakfast. Her Aunt 


Karen had prepared pancakes along with of eggs and bacon. The 
usual morning routine then set in and pretty soon Nancy's irritated 
voice rang out. All those who where there knew exactly why that 
was. 


"Ew! Mike!" 


Mike, much to his older sister's annoyance, puts syrup on her eggs. 
The Wheeler boy knew that his older sister disliked her food being 
messed up. He also knew how she wasn't a huge fan of syrup in 
general. One look from his mother got him to put down the bottle of 
syrup but not before he did the exact same thing to Gwen's eggs. He 
was expecting (or rather hoping) that Gwen's reaction would be like 
Nancy's. He was greatly surprised (and disappointed) by what 
happened next. 


Gwen didn't look upset that he had put syrup on her eggs. She instead 
made direct eye contact with him as she used her fork to stab at her 
eggs. She then lifted the work to her mouth and ate her syrup 
covered eggs without a bother. As she chewed her food, her mouth 
formed into a grin, letting him know he hadn't annoyed her at all 
unlike Nancy. This was a sign to Mike. It was going to take a lot more 
than him ruining her food to irritate her. Not that she considered 
having her eggs covered with syrup as being ruined. 


Mike let out a huff as he leaned more against his chair. 


After he and the two older teens finished they got up, ready to leave. 
They didn't get far because Karen Wheeler called out for them. The 
three of them stopped walking to stare back at the older woman. She 
was handing Holly her refilled bottle of juice as she walked over 
towards them. 


"Wait! Before you guys leave, let me take a photo with all three of 
you." Karen said as she was now opening a cabinet. It didn't take long 
for Gwen to see that she was holding a Polaroid camera. 


Gwen let out a sigh. She kept her annoyance to herself...unlike 
someone else. 


"Mom." Mike whined making a face. He knew where his mother was 


going with this. She often did this when something she considered to 
be important happened. He really didn't think Gwen's first day at the 
high school here was important. His mother didn't have to make such 
a big deal about it. 


"Is that really necessary?" Nancy asked trying her best to not sound as 
annoyed as her brother. She was eager to go to school already. She 
planned to meet up with Steve but only after helping Gwen with 
getting her schedule and showing her locker. The sooner they left the 
better. 


Gwen continued to keep quiet, inwardly hoping her aunt would 
change her mind...alas she didn't. 


Karen frowned, aimed more at her children than at her niece. "Yes. 
This is Gwen's first day of school here in Hawkins and I want to take 
a photo with all three of you. The happy cousins." 


Happy? Gwen looked at Mike who was on her left. He appeared to be 
far from happy. Her cousin made contact with her before he looked 
away with an eye-roll. She almost let out a scoff right then and there. 


"Besides, I want to send this to Maggie." Karen continued saying. 
"Show her just how fine things are." 


That made Gwen's ears perk up. The photo being sent to her mother 
was actually a good thing. If her mother got the photo she knew for 
sure she'd share it with her father and brother. Despite not being in a 
photo mode, the photo would convince Richie that she was right 
when saying how much he looked like Mike. The photo would be 
proof. Gwen nodded her head. 


"Okay." Her response made her Aunt Karen smile wider. Nancy did as 
requested and posed for the photo. Mike let out a sigh, reluctantly 
ended up doing the same thing knowing fighting his mother would be 
not smart. 


"Closer, get closer." Karen gestured to her kids. 


"Fine." Mike lowly said as he got closer to Gwen. Nancy did the same 
but she wasn't unhappy about it as Mike. 


Gwen ended up being in the middle with her either cousins next to 
her. Karen smiled as she lifted the Polaroid camera. 


"Say cheese!" 


The three cousins said the words but none them really meant it. 
Nancy's smile out of all of them was the most genuine. Mike smiled 
but one could see it was forced. Gwen tried smiling as nice as Nancy 
but she had a feeling her smile came out more like a grimace. 


When Karen lowered the Polaroid camera, Mike stepped away from 
Gwen. "Now can we got to school?" 


Karen gave her son a pout as she lifted the Polaroid camera again. 
"Just one more, okay?" 


Mike sighed and went back to his original spot. Much to his 
annoyance his mother ended up taking five more photos. 


It didn't shock Gwen, nor did it upset her, that Mike left her and 
Nancy's side once they exited the house. She saw how he rode his 
bike to school. Seeing Mike ride his bike also made her feel a little 
down. That made the Tozier girl immediately think of Richie and the 
others. It didn't help when Nancy told her (as they walked to school) 
that Mike rode his bike to school alongside his friends. That just 
made Gwen remember how she would ride her bike around the town 
of Derry with the Losers. 


God...she missed them. Some more than others, but the point was 
that she missed all them. 


The Tozier girl did her best to hide her sudden sadness at the 
memory of her dear friends as she and Nancy walked to school. Half 
way there Nancy's friend Barb caught up with them. With Barb's 
arrival Gwen was able to fully push away her sadness. She did her 
best to make conversation with the redhead. That really wasn't much 
of a challenge since Barb and her got along just fine. She was still 
more Nancy's friends than hers, so the awkwardness lingered. 


Walking to school didn't take as long as Gwen thought it would. She 


realized the high school wasn't as far as the one in Derry was to her 
house. The high school was also located near the middle school 
where Mike and his friends attended. So the lay out was similar to 
the high school and middle school in Derry as well. From the outside 
the high school seemed average size for being in a small town. Maybe 
just a tad bit smaller than the one in Derry. 


Once arriving to the high school, getting Gwen's schedule and the 
locker combination didn't take as long as Nancy thought it would. 


"So, it looks like you have Chemistry first period with Kaminsky." 
Nancy told her cousin as all three of them were looking over Gwen's 
schedule. "I have him too but third period. Barb has him first period 
with you so that's good." 


Barb threw Gwen a smile. "Guess we're Chem buddies." 


Gwen felt her lips twitch, forming an almost smile. Nancy continuing 
announcing her schedule. 


"Then you have English." Nancy's eyes gleamed. "Oh, you have Mrs. 
Davis. She's nice. After English we all get out ten minute break." Her 
head tilted a bit with what she said next. "Looks like you have P.E. 
after so you're going to get your P.E. uniform there. Guess it's a good 
thing you decided on wearing your Converse. Then after P.E. you 
have—" 


"I think I got it from here." Gwen interrupted her cousin as politely as 
possible. She took hold of her schedule. The Tozier girl didn't do this 
as a way to get Nancy to shut up in a rude way. But what was the 
point of having Nancy read out what she was able to read herself. 


Nancy deflated a little before she was able to get a hold of her 
cheerful-self again. "Okay." 


Gwen pointed further into the school hall. "TIl just go look for my 
locker before my first class starts. Room 237, right?" She asked Barb. 
The bespectacled redhead nodded her head. 


"I can help you find your locker." Nancy offered her help again. 
Although she offered there was a sense of impatience there in her 


tone of voice. She still had yet to meet up with Steve. 


Not many people would have been able to pick up on on that 
impatience...but Gwen did. She could tell her cousin wanted to be 
elsewhere. 


Gwen waved her off. "Don't worry about it. I can find it myself." 
"Are you sure?" Nancy asked one last time. 


Gwen threw her cousin a reassured look before she walked off. 
Despite being happy that she was able to meet up with Steve, Nancy 
couldn't help but feel a bit awful. Once Gwen was too far away from 
being able to hear her, Nancy turned to look at Barb. "Do you think I 
annoy her?" 


Barb frowned. "What? Why would you think that?" 
"It just seems like I do." Nancy answered, shrugging. 


"You're just being yourself Nance, and so is she." Barb told her best 
friend. "You two are just different, that's all." 


"Yeah." Nancy quietly answered. She once again looked towards the 
direction her cousin had gone. "We are so different." 


It took longer than expected, but Gwen was able to find her locker. 
Unfortunately she wasn't able to open it since she had found it the 
exact moment the morning bell rang. Thankfully she made it to her 
first class without any hiccups. She was actually the fifth person to 
arrive to the class. Not long after she arrived Barb made her entrance. 


Now as she had come to find out the class didn't have assigned 
seating, nor did it have assigned partners. Despite that, Gwen knew 
the moment she spoke with her Chemistry teacher that the class was 
going to be anything but laid back. As Kaminsky was lecturing, Barb 
had been kind enough to let her borrow some of her class notes, 
saying she was going to need them for upcoming quizzes and tests. 


That made Gwen want to pull at her hair. Yet another thing she 
would need to stress over. 


It seemed so far that Chemistry was going to be her hardest class. 
English turned out to be a breeze. Not that she was actually expecting 
to have a hard time there. English had always been one of the 
subjects she did well in. That class though did have assigned seating, 
and she got assigned to sit in the back. The teacher, Mrs. Davis, also 
made her introduce herself in front of the class, unlike Kaminsky...so 
that sucked balls. 


During the ten minute break, Gwen went into the bathroom and 
remained there until the bell rang. She felt like such a...well, Loser. 
Only this time the term was used in a negative way rather than how 
she used it when with Richie and the others. Being in a class filled 
with students was one thing, but after class? She just didn't feel 
comfortable enough yet to be around the other students at Hawkins. 
Despite having a more extroverted personality, Gwen, given what 
she'd been through, wasn't as social as before. 


Really the only good thing that came out of that ten minute break 
was that Gwen was able to smoke peacefully while she hid inside the 
bathroom stall. If someone had smelt the cigarette smoke they sure 
didn't complain or report her. Now if only she had a drink, then that 
would have made things tens times better. 


As she hid inside the bathroom stall making smoke circles, the 
thought of looking for Nancy crossed her mind. However, she decided 
not to search for her cousin. The dark haired girl figured she was 
with her other friends. She must have had other friends besides Barb. 
Nancy was pretty and nice. That alone would attract other people 
towards her. Gwen also didn't end up looking for Nancy because 
there was a huge possibility she could have been with Steve, and 
Gwen really didn't want to run into him. 


She was still upset from the last encounter they had. 


What an ass. Honestly, it still baffled her how Nancy was with 
someone like him. Just with that one encounter, and Gwen knew how 
much of a idiot he was. Her cousin could do way better. 


P.E. was Gwen's next class. 


One she wasn't really looking forward to. Not so much because of the 


exercising that was going to be done, but more with the fact that 
she'd have to change...in the locker room. Not only was she self- 
conscious because of the damn bite mark IT left on her right 
shoulder, but her wariness with changing in locker rooms still 
remained. Of course that was because of Patrick Hockstetter. Even 
though he was gone the memory of what he did, spying on her while 
she changed in the locker room, still gave Gwen the chills. 


As she stood in that locker room facing her locker with her gym 
clothes in hand, in her head she could clearly hear his low laugh. The 
same low laugh that alerted her someone was in the locker room with 
her. She had to close her eyes and take deep breaths in order to calm 
herself. Not real, not real, not real. After repeating that phrase a few 
more times, Gwen was able to open her eyes, less freaked out. 


Before she could change her mind, Gwen opened her locker. She set 
her gym clothes in there and then began to take off her jacket. As she 
did this something from the side caught her attention. Standing a few 
lockers away from her was a girl around her age. She had dirty 
blonde shoulder length hair, and despite the slight distance Gwen 
could see her freckles. 


Gwen was surprised that she was able to make eye contact with her 
considering she was about to change. From what she saw the girl was 
already dressed in her gym clothes...but there she was staring at her. 
Gwen didn't find that odd. The girl must have seen her close her eyes 
and was probably wondering if she was okay. 


Trying to be friendly, and also reassure her she was okay, Gwen 
waved at her. 


The girl's eyes slightly widened, as if finally realizing her mistake of 
staring, and was embarrassed. Her cheeks warmed up, not that the 
Toizer girl noticed that detail. Gwen didn't think anything wrong 
with her staring. The girl though quickly looked away before shutting 
her locker and walking off. 


Gwen sighed at the girl's reaction, more upset at herself. 


Way to go, Gwen...scaring off people with your weirdness. 


She proceeded to change. 


P.E. class went by faster than Gwen expected. Not that she was 
complaining. Although she had trouble changing into her gym 
clothes, changing back to her regular clothes wasn't as troubling. 
Though the insecurity was definitely there. When Gwen finished 
changing she noticed how the girl from before was practically racing 
to get herself dressed. Once again, Gwen couldn't complain. 


She knew that feeling fairly well. 


Once leaving the locker room, Gwen went to her next class. Which 
was Study Hall. 


When Gwen attended high school in Derry she didn't have Study 
Hall. Francine did, and she had told her it was basically a free period. 
It was supposed to be a class for students to catch up on any work 
they had and to use the time to study for. However, that rarely was 
ever done in there. 


And as Gwen learned for herself, her blonde haired friend had been 
right. 


Study Hall was a free period. 


From the moment Gwen walked in she knew it was going to be her 
most laid back class. The teacher (who Gwen honestly could not 
remember his name) remained up front reading a book. He was in his 
own world, and really Gwen couldn't blame him. What exactly could 
he do? Besides help those who didn't understand something...not that 
anyone was actually raising their hands for help. 


Most students were either sleeping, reading, talking with one 
another, or writing notes. 


Gwen had been writing in her song notebook when she got the weird 
feeling she was being stared at. She lifted up her gaze and she was 
right away met with someone she had seen before. 


Carol. 


The damn girl she had bumped into with Steve and that other guy 
outside Fair Mart. 


She was sitting a few seats up further than her but that didn't lessen 
the glare she was giving her. At first Gwen was going to back down 
but the dark haired girl quickly closed her song notebook and 
returned the glare. Carol's own glare wavered a bit but soon enough 
it steadied. 


Gwen had to give her props for that. She didn't back down though 
and she intensified her glare even more. This time Carol did end up 
backing down but not before she sent Gwen a scowl. Gwen had to 
hold in the laugh she wanted to release when she saw how Carol turn 
back in her seat. 


"What'd you do?" 


Gwen was taken by surprise by the new voice. She was even more 
surprised when she saw who had spoken. It was the same girl from 
the locker room, the one that had been staring at her. Gwen was 
puzzled that she hadn't noticed she was in the class with her. Then 
again she had kept to herself and she had been having a glaring 
contest with Carol...a contest she won. Now that the girl was a lot 
closer Gwen not only got a better view of her freckles, but also that 
she had pretty blue eyes. The girl also sounded and appeared less 
timid than the last time she saw her. She supposed locker rooms 
could do that to a person. Gwen herself disliked locker rooms...for an 
obvious reason. One that had to do with Patrick Hockstetter. 


The girl's question finally clicked but Gwen's response was short. 
"Huh?" 


"What'd you do to get Carol to look at you that way." The girl looked 
at her and then at Carol's backside. "I mean, she has resting bitch 
twenty-four seven but she really seems to bitchy today. And that 
bitchiness seems to be aimed at you." Gwen saw how the girl's eyes 
gleamed with curiosity as she stared at her. "So, I ask...what'd you 
do?" 


She could have just lied to the girl, or told her it wasn't any of her 


business. Which it wasn't...but actually going through with that didn't 
feel right with Gwen. She was actually going to tell this girl (a girl 
that Gwen didn't know her name) the real reason why, and she found 
nothing wrong with that. 


"I flipped her and a couple of her friends off." Gwen simply told her. 
The girl's lips went upwards into an amused grin "Sweet." 


"Yeah?" Gwen said relieved that the girl hadn't actually reacted 
negatively to her honesty. 


The girl shrugged her shoulders. "I mean, it's Carol. I bet those friends 
of hers you saw her with were Tommy, her boyfriend, and Steve 
Harrington." She rolled her eyes. "Or as people like to call him, Steve 
the Hair Harrington." 


"Steve the Hair Harrington?" Gwen scoffed. "Seriously?" 
The girl nodded her head. "Dead serious." 
"That's stupid." Gwen commented, this time chuckling. 


The girl reacted the same way after hearing her chuckle. "Tell me 
about it." Once she quieted down she stuck out one of her hands. 
"Robin Buckley." 


Gwen shook her hand, happy to know her name. "Gwen Tozier." The 
dark haired girl smiled. "Nice to meet you, Robin." When she lowered 
her hand she tilted her head a bit. "I saw you in the locker room. We 
have P.E. together." 


Robin cleared her throat. A part of her knew that would be brought 
up when she got the courage to talk to her, but another part of her 
hoped it wouldn't. Guess she'd have to go with what she practiced in 
her head. "Yeah...sorry about that. I just...1 saw you and it looked like 
you were having a moment or something." 


Gwen grimaced. "Yeah, I was. Locker rooms...they're just not my 
thing...you know?" 


Robin right away nodded her head. Oh...she knew. "Yeah, I get you. 


Believe me." She got quiet but when she felt her ears warm up she 
spoke up again. "So...you're new." Way to state the obvious, she 
inwardly scolded herself. 


Gwen nodded her head. "I am." 
"How are you liking Hawkins?" 


Gwen looked into her blue eyes and then down at her palms, one got 
more attention than the other. To Robin to it just seemed like Gwen 
was once again having a moment to herself, and she was. The only 
difference was it wasn't exactly like the one she had in the locker 
room. This time her thoughts were more bittersweet. Her thoughts 
were of nothing but of a group of friends, friends she loved and 
missed. 


"Gwen?" Robin called out when the dark haired girl continued to stay 
silent. She felt her heart race a bit when Gwen stared at her again. 
Those dark brown eyes were quite nice to look at. 


"Can I get back to you on that?" Gwen softly asked her. 
Robin nodded her head. "Sure." 


Gwen gave her a small smile that had Robin returning one back. The 
Buckley girl knew right then and there that the Tozier girl was going 
to be a real interesting person to know. 


As they figured out during their remaining time in Study Hall, Gwen 
only had that class and P.E. with Robin. That sucked but at least they 
had two classes together. It was weird but Gwen felt an instant 
connection with Robin. It wasn't like the connection Gwen had with 
the Losers but it was a connection that made Gwen want to be her 
friend almost instantly. 


She had asked Robin if she wanted to eat lunch together but the blue 
eyed girl said she had a band meeting. As it turned out she was in the 
school band, which Gwen thought was cool. If her brother Richie had 
been there he for sure would have asked Robin nonstop questions 
about what it was like being in the school band. Her brother loved 


music but he had no musical talent. That certainly didn't stop him 
from living vicariously through the various students he liked 
annoying until they let him use their band instruments. 


However, Gwen didn't want to bother Robin, so she told her she'd see 
her later. They both parted ways after Study Hall, with Robin going 
to her band meeting and Gwen...well, she at first had no idea where 
to go. Obviously she should have gone to the cafeteria since it was 
lunch but her nervous were getting the better of her. She thought of 
going back to the bathroom and hiding out there but fought against 
doing that. 


Ten minutes of hiding was fine but thirty minutes? No. 


Gwen decided now that she had time again that she could try 
opening her locker. She did after all have her Chemistry and English 
books with her. She still had yet to get her World History and 
Geometry. It be better now if she made room. As Gwen reached her 
locker she almost froze when she saw who was standing further down 
the hall from her. 


Nancy...but she wasn't alone. Barb was there and it would have been 
fine if it was just her. Unfortunately it wasn't just Barb who was 
hanging with her cousin. Those jerks Gwen had run into outside Fair 
Mart were there. Steve, Carol, and as Gwen now knew Tommy, 
Carol's boyfriend. 


Steve stood by her cousin, arm around her shoulder. He seemed to 
have said something to her, making the brown haired girl laugh. 


Gwen let out a scoff and turned back around towards her locker. 
There was no way she going to make conversation with her cousin 
while Steve and his friends where there. She was just going to quickly 
open her locker, put her books inside, and then scram. 


Putting the combination that was given to her by the office lady, 
Gwen pulled on the lock. Her eyebrows furrowed when the lock 
didn't open. She put the combination again and her puzzlement, 
along with frustration, grew. Gwen let out a huff. She shook the lock 
harder but it did nothing. The fuck? Why wasn't it opening? She put 
the combination again and grew even more angry when the lock 


didn't open. Stupid lock, open already so I don't have to encounter my 
cousin's stupid boyfriend and his asshat friends! 


"You have to jiggle it a bit." 
A quiet voice said from behind her. 


Gwen let go of the lock and turned around. A boy her age with brown 
hair stood there. His feet shifting his weight back and forth. Due to 
his voice and the way he presented himself, Gwen knew he was more 
on the introverted side. She let her frustration wash away knowing it 
wouldn't do her any good when conversing with him. She gave him a 
puzzled look that said if he could elaborate more on what he said. 


The boy stepped forward. "That lock's pretty old compared to the 
others." The boy pointed to said lock as he used one hand to make a 
turning gesture. "So you gotta jiggle it a bit." The boy then put his 
hand down to his side. His head also lowered a bit towards the floor. 
"That used to be my locker last year." 


"Oh..." Gwen replied and then did just what the boy said and the lock 
opened without any trouble. Her eyes brightened, happy that the lock 
opened. "It worked!" She exclaimed." She turned around to face the 
boy again. "Thanks." 


The boy nodded his head, bashful. "You're welcome." He then began 
to walk off. 


Gwen quickly caught his attention. "Wait, what's your name?' 
"Jonathan." He softly told her. 


"You got a last name?" Gwen smiled a little, trying to be lighthearted 
with him. He seemed like the serious type and when it came to the 
serious type of people Gwen's lighthearted side (whatever remained) 
came out of hiding. She noticed how Jonathan got quiet and fixed his 
posture before speaking. 


"Byers." 


"Byers?" Gwen questioned as her eyes gleamed with a sense of 
recollection. "Oh, you're Will's older brother." The younger boy had 


mentioned his older brother to her a few more times since they 
became better acquainted with one another. He had nothing but good 
things to say about his older brother. Will once told her that if 
they've met they would get along. Guess she was about to find out. 


Jonathan nodded his head. "Yeah." 


"I'm Gwen. Gwen Tozier." She introduced herself. "I'm Nancy and 
Mike Wheeler's cousin. I don't know if you know either of them. But I 
figured you would since your brother is friends with my cousin." 


"Yeah, I know who they are." Jonathan responded somewhat timidly. 
"My brother mentioned you to me before." 


"Really?" Gwen asked, raising her eyebrows. Really that shouldn't 
have surprised her. Will mentioned Jonathan to her, so him 
mentioning her to Jonathan shouldn't have been such a surprise. Yet 
it was. 


A small smile escaped Jonathan. "He said you have great taste in 
music and that you're a fan of The Clash." 


"I do like The Clash." Gwen excitedly confirmed. 


Jonathan's smile somewhat widened at hearing her love for the band. 
"Yeah, me too." 


"So, Jonathan you want to eat lunch together?" Gwen suddenly asked, 
smiling. Things seemed to be going good between them. Like with 
Robin there was that connection there that made Gwen want to 
befriend him. Her smile fell when he saw how his eyes widened. 
"What?" 


"You want to eat lunch with me?" Jonathan looked as if he had been 
the most complicated riddle of all that. 


Gwen was puzzled by his response. "Yeah, why do you sound like 
that?" 


Jonathan shook his head. "Sorry, it's just that I usually eat lunch 
alone...and away from the cafeteria." 


Gwen pulled on her jacket's sleeves. "Well, we can get food there but 
don't have to eat in the cafeteria if you don't want to. You chose the 
location and I'll follow. Unless you don't want me there." Gwen let 
out a groan. "Oh shit, I basically just invited myself. How lame?" She 
continued to ramble. "You probably already have people to eat with. 
Sorry dude." 


"No, don't apologize. It's okay." Jonathan quickly reassured her. "And 
I don't. I don't have people to eat with." He looked embarrassed 
admitting that to her. "I eat lunch by myself, but I'd like to eat lunch 
with you...and we can eat outside." A soft expression appeared. "I like 
eating outside. I usually take photos with my camera during lunch." 
He gestured to his backpack where he had his camera. 


So he was into photography? That was cool. Gwen nodded her head. 
"Outside it is then." 


"Let me just open my locker first." Jonathan told her. "I wanna switch 
out my books." 


Gwen snapped her fingers. "Right, and I should do the same thing 
because that's why I wanted to open my locker in the first place." She 
rapidly said causing Jonathan to laugh. 


As they momentarily parted ways, unknown to them, they had 
caught the attention of Nancy and the others. 


"Why the hell is she hanging out with that freak Byers?" Carol asked 
scowling when he had seen them interacting. 


"I don't know." Nancy quietly answered. She too was puzzled as to 
why Gwen was hanging with Jonathan. Not that she thought he was 
a freak like the others. Her puzzlement had more to do with the fact 
hat Gwen was hanging out anyone else than just her and Barb. Her 
cousin did not seem like the type to make friends so fast, let alone 
easily. What puzzled her even more was the way Gwen had 
interacted with Jonathan. She was less guarded and her face 
lightened up. Not at all how she'd be when at home with her and her 
family. 


"No offense Nancy but your cousin has awful taste in friends." Tommy 


snickered. "I mean, she a babe no doubt but a terrible judge in 
character." 


"Dude!" Steve exclaimed with a frown. He let go of Nancy to push 
Tommy's shoulder. 


Tommy didn't look the least bit ashamed with what he said. "What? 
Like you disagree with any of that? Especially the babe part." He 
looked towards Gwen's way. Her back was in good view as she was 
putting away her books into her locker. Although the dress she was 
wearing wasn't revealing, and even with her jacket, her curves still 
stood out. 


Barb shook her head finding his comment towards Gwen to be 
disgusting and disrespectful. Nancy glared his way and Steve saw that 
causing him to give him another shove. 


"Not in front of Nancy." Steve harshly whispered to him. Thankfully 
Nancy hadn't heard him say that. Her anger was still on Tommy. 
There was one more person who was just as upset but for the same 
reasons. 


Carol threw Tommy a glare before she hit him on the chest. "Stop 
calling her a babe! She's not even that pretty." She then narrowed her 
eyes at Gwen's outfit. "I can't believe she's wearing that jacket again." 


"She likes that jacket." Nancy was quick to defend. 
Carol scoffed. "Well, it's lame. Just like she is." 
Nancy's annoyance spiked. "You don't even know her." 


"Oh and you do?" Carol raised a perfect eyebrow at Nancy. "Did you 
know that she flipped us off. Yeah, that's right. Your darling cousin 
did that, outside Fair Mart. Just ask Steve." 


Nancy was shocked to hear that. That couldn't be true...could it? If it 
was then why didn't Steve tell her. She had brought up Gwen to him 
before. There were plenty of times he could have told her. She looked 
up at Steve, frowning. 


"Did she really do that?" 


Steve sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Yeah but to be fair 
we were being jerks." 


"No we weren't." Carol said rolling her eyes. "I was just telling her my 
honest opinion on her outfit." 


"Who cares." Tommy said causing the group to look at him. "She's hot 
when she's mad." 


That comment upset Carol and she made her anger very clear. While 
the couple were arguing, Barb excused herself with an eye-roll, and 
Nancy and Steve dismissed themselves as well. Steve knew from the 
look Nancy was giving him that they were going to talk more about 
the encounter he failed to tell her that he had with Gwen. Before they 
turned the corner, Steve gave Gwen one more last look. 


She was once again with Jonathan and they were turning into a 
corner. Jonathan was ahead but right before she followed him, they 
made eye contact. 


Steve was shocked to see Gwen throw him a smile. He was almost 
compelled to do the same, and he almost did...but then Gwen's smile 
fell and she once again was flipping him off, this time with a glare. 


Steve didn't say anything as he faced forward again. 


Yeah...he should have never looked back. 


A/N: I'm sorry but I had to add another scene with Gwen flipping off 
Steve xD I wanted to write it ever since that ask on Tumblr, and me 
comparing it to the scene in Spider-Man:Homecoming when Michelle 
flips off Peter. OMG that was funny. Anyways, it's a running joke now 
that Gwen officially expresses her feelings for Steve in that way. I hope 
you guys enjoyed this chapter. I had a lot of fun writing it as you can tell. 


Also, is it weird that I listened to the Midsommar soundtrack when 
writing this chapter? Mainly the score that's called Skin the fool. Yes, 
that's the name of the score. Oh, it is weird? Okay then. 


The next story I want to update is Floating On Air and hopefully I can 
finish the chapter by next week or the following. No promises though. 


